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Preface. 



THE Plan of the following Mifcel- 
lany may juftly be confidered as 
entirely new. Our Defiga was to form 
a Colleftion of ilich fmall, but valuable. 
Poetical Pieces^ written by Gentlemen of 
Oxford, as never before appeared toge- 
ther ; and which being hitherto publiflied 
feparately, or, as it were, by Accident, 
would otherwife have been overlooked 
and forgotten, partly for want of Lengthy 
and partly from their Manner of Publi- 
cation. Amongft thefe, are interfperfed 
feveral Pieces, of the greateft Merit, never 
before printed. This Stock of Materi- 
ials, which All will allow to he highly fia- 
fonrJ, thus carefully feleG:ed,^Tvd\v2C^^^'^ 
A 2 V^^R.^^^-^ 
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vi PREFACE. 

who have made it their Bufmefs to pre- 
fcrve fuch fugitive pieces, as were beft 
adapted to this Dejign. 

Many Conjeftures, we apprehend, will 
be formed, concerning the CoUe^ir of 
this Work. Some will probably fufpedl 
\i\m to be that whirnfical Genius who coni'? 
piled the Companion to the Guide; 
while Others will perhaps guefs him to 
be the farfie; with the well-bred and hu- 
mourous Writer of the lateTERR^ Filh 
lis. But the fagacious Invejligaiors will 
have found out nothings even if they fliould 
fucceed thus far in their Conjedtures : as 
mod unluckily the Author of thofe Pieces 
will never be known. Notwithftanding,. 
whoever flialj be fo happy as to make ^hia 
bifcovery^ and will, on unqueftbnable 
proof, deliver in the Colleilor's real 

'^^ame, to Mr. Jackson, Printer in the 
iligb-Jlreet^ Opcford^ or to Mr. James 

<.r * ' ' , Fletcher, 
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Fletcher at the Opcfqrd Theatre^ in St. 
PauTs Cburcb Tard^ jliall receive as a 
Reward for unriddling this Myftery, and 
on Condition that the Secret go no further 
twelve Sausages, neatly bound, gilt, 
and lettered. 

It may be proper, in this Place, to ad • 
yertife our Readers, that great Part of 
this Work was printed off, when we were 
fo unfortunate as to lofe the facetious Mr. 
Benjamin Tyrrell, Cook, in iht High- 
Street^ Oxford, This fatal and unexpjBfted 
Blow has retarded the Publication of our 
JMifcellany for fome little Tinie : but it 
18 bqped that Ben's Cookery^ which makes 
no inconfiderable Figure ip this Work, 
will ftill continue to be relijhed by all 
Readers of true Tafle» 

It was intended, by Way of FrontiC- . 
piece, to prefix to this Publication, an 
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elegant Engraviiig of Mother Spread-? 
b^ry's ]kead, the original Ihventrcfs'of 
the true Oxford Saufage. But as no ftrik- 
ing Likencfs of that celeBrated Matron 
cduld be procured in Time, we are oBligeci 
to defer gratifying the Public ih this Par- 
ticular, till the Appearance of our next 
Edition. 
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V E R S E S 

OCCASIONED BY 

BEN TYRLELL's MUTTON PIES. 



ADVRTISEMENT. 

AL L ye that love what's nice and rarijb^ 
At Oxfordy in St. Mary'^ Parifli 
Ben Tyrrell, Co6k of high Renown^ 
To plcafe the Palates of the Gnuw, 
At Three-pence each, makes Mutton-Pies, 
Which thu« he begs to advertife : 
He welcomes all his Friends oxSe^erit 
Each Saturday and Wedn*fday Even*. 
No Relicks ftaie, with Art unjufl. 
Lurk in Difguife beneath his Cruji ; 
His Pies, to give you all fair Play, 
Saaoak only when 'tis Market-Day . 

B And 

Mr. TTfeKtLL, Cook, in the High-ftrect, Oxford, having 
m Uodable Defign of obliging the Univerfity with Mutton Pies^ 
twks • week ; this Advertifement appeared, onx ^^l O^a&Atv^ 
iatlw Oxroxio Joukvai, Nov, 25th, 17 ^B. 
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And all muft own, howfrefihU Meaty 
While JoLLY^a Porter crowns the Treat; 

IfRun^s and Kidneys can alhire je, 
Ben takes upon him to aflure ye* 
No Cook (hali better hit the Tafle, 
In giving Life and Soul to Pajfe, 
V cheap and gwd have Weight with Men, 
Come all ye Youths, and (up with Ben. 
Jf Liquor in a Mutton-Pie 
Has any Charms, come tafte and try I 
O bear me Witnefe, I/s* Sons f 
Pierce but the Cruft— the Gravy runs ; 
The Tafter licks his Lips^ and cries, 
'** O RARE Brn Tyrrell's Mutton Pifcs P» 

But hold — ^no more— Fve fiiid enough-^ 
OrelfcmyPiES maypro?e— -aPuFF. 
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BEN TYRRE L L's, freJrti/day Night, 
December 6tJ!f, 1758. 

HO W I congratulate fair I^s, 
That fucb the Tafte for Mutton Pies is i 
iaii glorious Ben I whofe Genius high 
Mrft planned a genuine Mutton Pie ! 
k>m to combine with matchlefs Tafte, 
The Charms of Pepper and of Pajle ! 
iVas but the Motion of my Pen 
Juick as thy Rolling-Piny O Beu \ 
X could my Thoughts thy Paftry ape, 
Uid Aide, like yielding Dough, to Shape ; 
Ay Genius, like thy Oven glowi 
Aj Numbers, like thy Gravy flow 1 
Dr, in the Twinkling of aa^re, 

c§oi an Oiie as you a Pu 1 

> then (nor think, to mock thy Trade, 

Ay Promifes of Pie-Cruft mack)— -^ 

'd rtufe thy culinary Fame 

ibovc immortal Sprtadburyh Name : 

rhough from all Cooks, a Matron wife, 

Q Saufages (he bore the Prize : 

Ut feafoning Hand Ihould yield to thine, 

Vhj Mutton fliould her Pork outihine. 
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N^or fliall the Mufe efteem it Folly, 
To blend with thine thePraife of Jolly*^ 
Thy lov'd Compeer ! congenial Friend f 
Who mild, when Evening Shades de^cend^ 
Imparts the froth-crown'd Porief^s Aid, 
To fmooth the ferious Brow of Trade : 
Both fhall together mount the flcies. 
The Porter h«- but thine the Pies* 

Thine is the Houfey dear Ben to call at^ 
Or for the Pocket or the Palate. 
For thee, the Citizen and Cit 
Their cold boii'd Beef and Carrots quit : 
Grave Aldermen, ambitious, ihare 
In Alma Mater's claffic Fare : 
The blooming Toaft of 0;i|/«r4srFowit> 
Catch the Contagion tSjkii Gown, 
And wifh the wanton EihaAg n\ghy 
To /ja've a Finger hi Ai Pii. 
As fo enticitig Tykrell's Hdu(e is. 
Send noi too /ate ye pregnant %>ou(esf 
Think of the Midwife's vaft Surprize,. 
To fee Boys mnrPd y^kh Muttgn Fids I 

If this the univerfal Tafte is 
What will become of ^if«yi« Pafiiat 



What 



Captaiu J(^tLr^ who, pro Bono Publlcis fii6vf^(Kic«tf 
ffif Price of Porter in Oxford, from 6d» to 4^^ tT^ptiit 
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What of the Cates^ ivhich many a Maideiiy 
For the next Cbrtftmas Cheer has laid in ? 
Sure all with Ben will (up and dine, 
And leave their CniasTMAS Pies for Thute; 



L P I G R A lAyfupfxtfed io he occajioned by an ixtraordi- 
nary PbenQmenon in Midwifery. 

I. 

r» A G E Woods I though many a Dark Affair 
J Be known to thy difcerning Eyes ; 
«'en You with all your Skill, muit flare, 

" To fee Boys mark'd with Mutton Pies .?*• 

II. 
iThat if our Wtvesy with equal Glee, 

In Thought a Saufage fhould enjoy ; 
17, would you wonder much, to fee 
he Mother's Longings mark the Boy } 



0«Ben Tyrrell's Pies. 

' E T Cbriftsnas boaft her cuftomary Treat, 
md A Mixture ftrange, of Suet, Currants, Meat, 
'here various Taftes combine, the greafy, and the | 
fwect. 

B 5 Oti 
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Let glad Sbro^i-fuefdaj^ bring the Pancake thin^ 
Or Fritter rich with Apples ftor'd within; 
On Eafter-Sunday be the Pudding feen. 
To which the Tdnfej lends her fober Green : 
And when great London hails her annual Lord^ 
Let quiv'ring Cuftard cxo^fm iht Aldermanic Board. 

But Ben prepares a more delicious Mefs, 
Subftantial Fare, a Brcakfaft for Queen Befs r 
What dainty Epicure, or greedy Glutton, 
Would not prefer bis Pi e, that's made of Mutton ^ 

Each diff'rent Countiy boafts a djflPrent Tafte, 
4 And owe's it's Fame to Pudding or to Pafte : 
6<^ A B P I E in Corntuail only can they make, 
In Norfolk Dumpling, and m Salop Cake ; 
$ut Oxford now fron^ all (hall bear the Prize 
Fam'd, zz for Saufages, fpr Mptton-Pi^s^ 
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MUTTON PIES /or /Af Assizb*. 

March i, 4760* 

B£HOLD> once more, facetious Bbk^ 
Step:? from his Pafte ^ . t o take the Pen i 
And as the Trumpets^ ihrill and loud. 
Precede the Sheriffs Javelin' d Crowd, 
So Ben beforehand advertifes 
His fnug-laid Scheme for the AJJizes. 
Each of the Evenings, Ben profk)fes 
With Pies fo nice iofmoak your Nofes : 
No Coft, as heretofore, he grudges, 
Hellfland theTeft of able Judges; 
And think,, that when the Hall is up. 
How cbeap a Juryman maj Sup I 
For Lawyers Clerks, in Wigs fo fmart, 
A tight warm Room is fet apart.— 
My Masters eke, (might Ben advife je) 
Detain'd too long at Niz^ Prizey^ 
Your College Coixvnons loft at 5i>,— — i.- 
At Ben's theyW/W Evening/x ^ 
From *7rf>e-Indentures, dale, and dry, 
Efcap'd to Porter and a Pie. 
Hither, . tjt ye have any Tafte, 
fe BOOTEb Evidences hafte! 

B 4 Ye 

I tnppote Bstf meA&ft tnpiTtVU. 
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Ye Lass£s too^ both tail and dim. 
In Riding Habits drefs'd fo trim. 
Who, ufher'd hy fome Toung Attarney ^ 
Take, each AiEzc, an Oxford Jaurniy : 
All ^\iofuhpandd on th' Occafion, 
Require genteel Accommodation, 
Oh hafte to BEN*sandy^f j^o2/r//«^/. 
You'd pay at Houfes deck'd with ^Igm ! 
Lo I, a Cook of Tafte and Kjiowledge, 
And bred the Coquus of a College, 
Having long known the Student's Bount/j 
Now dare to cater for the County, 



Come then, of Ben, O come and \mj Ail- 
As 'tis AJJize-Timey He'll ftand 7W/?/ j 
His Caufe Succcfi will furely crbwn, 
His IVitneJfes are all the Gown. 



%* 'TiJcA Jh^^iUef are atl that apptar^ ..ontljojt 
Suhjea, 
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ODE a GRIZZLE WIG. 

By a Gentleman ^wbobadjuji left off bis Bob. 

ALL hail ye Curls, that rang'd in reverend Row 
With fnowy Pomp my confcious Shouldeca hide 
That fall beneath in venerable FltfW^ 
And crown my Brows above vfi^ feathery Pride I 

High on your Summit, JVifdom^z mimiclc'd Air 
Sits thron'd, with Pedantry her folenm Sire, 
And in her Net of awe-diffuiing Hair, 
Entangles Fools, and bids the Croud admire. 

O'er every Lock, that floats in full difplay. 
Sage Ignorance her Gloom fcholaftic throws i 
And ftamps o'er all my Vifage, once fo gay, 
Unmeaning Gravity^s ferene Repofe. 

Can thus large JVtgs our Reverence engage ? 
tl^'ve Barbers thus the Pow'r to blind our Eyes ? 
Is Science thus conferr'd on every Sage; 
By Baylifty Blenkingsop, and lofty fVife ? 

But thou farewell my Bob ! whofe thin-wove thatch 
Wa«ftor*d with ^ipSy and Crank Sy and <wanton Wiles 
That Iwt to live within the one-curl'd Scratchy 
With Futt^ and all the Family of Smiles, 

%7^ 
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Safe in thfy Privilege^ near Ifts^ Broofc, 
Whale Afternoons at Wd'vercQU I quaflfd ; 
At Eve, mj carelefe Round in High-flyeet took, 
Andcaird at Jolly's for the r/z/I//i/ Draught. 

No more the Wherry feels my Stroke fo true ; 
At Skittles in a Grizzle^ can I play ? 
IVoodftockf farewell, and Wallingfordy adieu ! 
Where many a Scheme reliev'd the lingering Day. 

Such were the Joys that once Hilario crown'd, 
E'er grave Preferment came my Peace to rob : 
Such are the lefs ambitious Plcafures found 
Beneath the jL/Ve/i/ of an humble Bob. 
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EPISTLE, 
From THOMAS HEARN, Antiquary, 

To the A U T H O R of 

Ti6^ Companion /o/i^r Oxford Guide^ C^r. 

FRIEN0^ of the mofs-grown Spire and crumbling 
'Arch, 
Who wont'il at Eve to pace the long-loft Bounds 
•Of lonefome Ofeney / What malignant Fiend 
Thj cloifter-loying Mmd, from antient Lore, 
Hatkbafe feduc'd ? Urg'd thy apoftate Pen 
To trench deep Wounds on Antiquaries fage, 
And drag the venerable Fathers forth, 
'•'*"* Vidims to Laughter I Cruel as the Mandate 
Of mitred Prlefts, who Bajkett late enjoined 
To throw afide the reverend Letters blacky 
And print Fajl-Prayers in modern Type ! — At this 
Lelandy * and Willis^ Dugdale^ tannery Woody 
Illuftrious Names ! with Camdeny Aubrey y Lloyd, 
Sc4d tlicir old Ch«eks, with T^ars! For once they 

hop'd 
To feal thee for their own f And fondly deem'd 
The Mufes, at thy Call, would crowding come 
To deck Antiquity v/ith Fiowrets gay. 

But 

* Names of emment A>n\A(^ax\«v 
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That feems inviting I Ma/'ft thou pore in vaia 

For dubious Door- ways I May revengful Moths 

Thy Ledgers eat I May chronologic Spouts 

Retain no Cypher legible i May Crypts 

Lurk undifcern'd j Nor ma/il thou fpell the Names 

Of Saints m ftoried Windows ! Nor the Dates 

Of Bells difcover ! Nor the genuine Site 

Of Abbot's Pantries ! And may Go^JIowe veil , 

Deep from thy Eyes profane, her Gothic Charms f 



THE 
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THE 

PROGRESS 0/ DISCONTENT, 

WRITTEN IN TftE YEAR I746. 

WHEN flow, mature ffl claflic Knowledgcr 
The ja7ful Youth is fenf to College, 

His Father Gomes, a Vicar pkin, 

At Oxford bre d * fn Anna's Reign, 

And thus fn Form of humble Suitor, 

Bowing, accofts a reverend Tutor. 
"Sir, I'm' a Glo'fterihire Divine, 

•* And this my eldeft SoA of nine j 

" My Wife's Ambition and my own 

•* Was that tbis Child fhonld wear a Growv^ 

€* rii warrsmt that his good Behaviovf 

** Will juftifj your future Favour ; 

" And for his parts, to tell the Truth^. / 

** My Son's a verjr forward Youth f 

" Has Horace all by heart— you'd wonder 

*• And mouths out Homer's Gteek Itibt thunder; 

** If you'd examine— -and admit him^ 

** A Scholarfliip would nicely fit him : 

*' That he fucceeds 'ris ten to one 

•• Your vote and fatereft^ Sic !— Tis done j" 
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OurPupil'* Hopes, though twice defeated^ 
Are with a Scholarfhip comple&ted : 
A Scholarfhip but hat(iiiaintaiii8» 
And College Rules are heavy Chains : 
In Garret dark he Cnokes and puns^ 
A Prey to Discipline and Duns; 
And now inten; on new Defigns» 
Sighs for a Fellowliiip-*and Fines, 

r 

When nine full tedious Winters pafl. 
That utmoft wi(h is crown'd at laft : 
But the rich Prize no fooner got, 
Again he quarrels with his Lot : 
•* Thefe Pellowfhips are pretty Things, 
. " We live indeed like petty Kings : 
<< But who can bear to wafte his whole hpt 
** Amid the Dulnefs of a College, 
•* Debarred the comroon Joys of Life, 
*^ And that prime Blifs a loving Wife 1 
** O I what's a Table richly fpread 
*• Without a Woman at its Head J 
*^ Would fome fnug benefice but fall, 
** YeFcafts, ye Dinners ! farewell alll 
« To Offices I'd bid adieu, 
^* Of Dead, Vice-pras8-*of Bucfar too i 

«* Com* 
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*f Come Joys, that rural quiet jields^^ 

" Gome Tythes, and Houfc, and fruitful Fields r 

Too fond of Liberty and Eafe 
A Patrons vanity to pleafe, 
Long time he watchesyand by Stealthy 
Each frail incumbent's doubtful Health f 

At length and in his fortieth Yeafr 

A Living drops two hundred clear f 

With Breaft elate beyond Exprcffion^ 
He hurries down to take Poffeffioiy 

With Rapture views the iweet Retreat ^ 

«* What a convenient Houfe I bow neat \ 

•* For Fuel heme's fufScient Wood : 

** Vnty God the Cellars may be good I 

«* The Garden — that muft be new plann'd— — • 

" Shall thefe old^fafliion*d Yew-trees Hand ^ 

♦* C^er yonder vacant Pfot fhall rffe 

« The ftow'ry Shrub of thoufand Dies : 

«* Yon Wall that feefs the fouthern Ray^ 

** Shall bluih with ruddy Fruitage gay : 

«« While thick beneath its Afpedk warm 

«* O'er well-rang'd Hives the Bees (hall fwarm, 

*« From which, e'er long, of golden Gleam 

«• Metheglin'slufcious Juice fhall ftream : 

" This awkward Hut o'er-grown with Ivy, 

-•• We'll alter to a modem Prrvy : 



^3^ 
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*« Up yon green flope, of Hazels triili, 
** An Avenue To cool and dim, 
" Shall to an Arbour at the End, 
«• In fpiteof Gout, intice a FHend. 
** My Predeceflbr lov'd Devotion— 
" But of a Garden had no Notion." 

Continuing this fantaftick Farce on> 
He now commence* country Parfon, 
To make his Charafter entire. 
He weds — a CouAn of the 'Squire i 
Not over weighty in the Purfc, 
But many Doftors hav« done worfe : 
</Vnd though Ihe boifte no Charms di vinl^i ' 
Yet (lie can carv^, and make Birch Winer 

Thus fixt, content he taps his Barrel, 
Exhorts his Neighbours not to quarrel. 
Finds his Church-wardens have Dilcerniag 
Both in good Liquor and good Learning ^ 
With Tytheshis Barns replete he fees. 
And chuckles o'er his Surplice-fees $ 
Studies to find out latent Dues^ 
And regulates the State of FewB f 
Rides a fleek Mare with purple Houfiag, 
To (hare the monthly Club's caroufing i 
Of OxfordTranks ftcetioua Ms, 



And 
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And — ^but on Sundays-^- hears no Bell^ : 
Sends Prefents of his choiceft Fruit, 
And prunes himfelf each faplefs Shoot } 
Plants Colljflow'rs and boafts to rear 
The earlieft Melon of the Year j 
Thinks Alteration charmmg Work is, 
Keeps Bantam Cocks, and feeds his Turkies ; 
Builds m his Copfe a favourite Bench, 
And ftores the Pond with Carp and Tench. — 

But ah i too foon his thoughtlefs Breaft 
By Cares domeftic is oppreft i 
And a third Butcher's Bill, and Brewing, 
Threaten inevitable Ruin . 
For Children frefli Expences yet. 
And Dkfy now for School is fit. 
« Why did I fell my College Life 
" (He cries) for Benefice and Wife ? 
<* Return, ye Days ! wjien ei^dlefs Pleafurc 
* I fbund in Reading, or in Leifure f 
** When calm around the common Room 
** I puflP<f*my daily Pipe's Perfume ! 
«< Rode for a Stomach, and infpedted, 
** At annual Bottlings, Corks feledled : 
«* And din'd untaxed, untroubled under 
i* The Portrait of our pious Founder ! 

C ** ^KV^tv 
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** When Impojttions were fupply'd 

** To light my Pipe— or footh my Pride ! 

«* No Cares were then for forward Peas 

** A yearly-lon^ng Wife to pleafe j 

«• My Thoughts no Chrift*ning Dinners croft, 

«« No Children cry'd for butter'd Toaft; 

^« And ev'ry Night I went to Bed* 

" Without a MfJus in my Head !', 

Oh ! trifling Head, and fickle Heart ! 
Chagrin'dat whatfoe'er thou art j 
A Dupe to Follies yet untr/d. 
And fick of Pleafures fcarce enjoy'd ! 
Each Prize poflefs'd, thy Tranfport ceafes. 
And in Purfuit alone it pleafes. 



THE 
MOUSE and OYSTER. 

WHEN Midnight's fable Veil o'erfpread the Plain^ 
When Bats and Fairies, Mice and Morpheus 
reign,' 
A bold undaunted Moufe that longdefy'd 
The various Stratagems that Kate had try*d, 
His deftin'd Doom receiv'd, for (bon or late. 
Both Mke and Monarch's muft fubmit to Fate* 

Oft 
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Oft WIS the Moon with filver Luftre crown'd, 
Sbce the nocturnal Pirate march'd, his Round ; 
Soon as his Foe, the Sun» had took his Fh'ght, 
Tips forth the Httle Champion of the Night ; 
With cautious Tread, fecure from fell Mifliap, 
Of Pufs, of Poifon, or tremendous Trap, 
Still at the Head of his rapacious Clan, 
He ikipt from Shelf to Shelf, from Pan to Pan 5 
With nofe ^gacious fmoak'd the baited Gin, 
Waiy and confcious of the Snare within : 
Now feaib on rich Variety of Meats, 
And oft in Cheefe his own Apartments eats ; 
Rifles on Floods of Cream, Ragouts, and Cakes, 
Of all the Dainties of the Day partakes : 
Mow ftorms rich Conferves with voluptuous Tafte, 
ind faps the tender Tenements of Pafte. 
Vsjet unharmed the Epicure patroll'd, 
iad fearlefs o'er his (ilent Suburbs llroli'd $ 
usurious Nights in pleafmg Plunder pafs'd, 
^or dream't that this wasdoom'd to be his la(l/ 
or now the Time — the deftin*d Tiipe was feht ; 
Fate ordain'd, — and who ran Fate prevent ? 
liick Shades once more had veil'd the haunted Houfe, 
tacc more from Coverts bolts th' adventrous Moufe, 
C 2 Lightin'g 
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Ligl^ting in evil Hour in Queft of Prey, 
Where in a Groupe th' avenging Oyfter lay : 
A Fi(h commiffion'd from the watryThrong* 
With Ligament of fcaly Armour ftrong j 
lAy with expanded Jaws, and gaping Shell, 
(But who the fad Cataftrophe can tell ?) 
The dainty Nfoufe, ftill craving fome new Di&» 
Enters the gloomy manfions of the Fifh ; 
With Beard exploring, and with lufcious Lip, 
He longs the Pickle of the Seas to fip. 
Rous'd by his Tuiks, th' elaftick Oyfter fdl. 
Caught clofe the Caitiffs Head in watry Cell ; 
In vain the Vidtim labours to get free, 
From Durance hard, and dread Captivity ; 
Lock'd in the clofe Embrace, enfnar'dhe lies, 
InPiU'ry fafe, pants, ftruggles, fqueaks, and dies. 
TTius the juft Fate of his own Crimes he meets. 
Like Rakes expiring in deftrudive Sweets. 

Now placed on high, the Matter views the Prize, 
And hails the Conqueft with exulting Eyes f 
And when beneath fedate he fits and fmoaks. 
And cracks his Nuts, his Bottles, or his Jokes, 
This Tale he tells to grace the Chriftmas Pye, 
And 10 the troph/d Relics 'points on high. 

Al 
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AN 

EVENING CONTEMPLATION. 

InaCOLLEGE. 

Being a Parody on Gray's ELEGY, in a 

Country Church-Yard. 

TH E Curfew tolls the Hour of doling Gates, 
With jarring Sound the Porter turns the Kt% 
Then in his dreary Maniion flurab'ring waits, 
And flowly, fternly quits it . . . tho' for me. 

Now ihine the Spires beneath the paly Moon, 
And through the Cloyfter Peace and Silence reign ; 
Save where fbnie Fiddler fcrapes a drowfy Tune, 
Or copious Bowls infpire a jovial Strain : 

Save that in yonder cobweb-mantled Room, 
Where lies a Student in profound Repofe, 
Opprefs'd with Afe,^wxdc-echoes thro' the GloOm 
The droning Mafic of his vocal Nofc. 

Within thofeWalls,where thro' the gliram'ring (hade 
Appear the Pamphlets in a mould'ring Heap, 
Each in his narrow Bed till Morning laid. 
The peaceful fellows of the College fleep. 

C3 Th0 
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The tinkling Bell proclaiming early pra/rs. 
The noify Servants rattling o'er their Head, 
The calls of Bufinefsy and domeftic Cares 
Ne'er roufe thefe Sleepers from their downy Bc«L 

No chatt'ring Females crowd their fecial Fire, 
No Dread have they of Difcord and of Strife ; 
Unknown the Names of Hufband and of Sire, 
Unfelt the Plagues of matrimonial Life. 

Oft have they balk'd along the Sunny Walls, 
Oft have the Benches bow'd beneath their Weight i 
How jocund are their Looks when Dinner calls ! 
How fmoke the Cutlets on their crowded Plate I 

O let not Temp'rance too-difdainful hear 
How long our Feafts, how long our Dinners laft j 
Nor let the Fair with a contemptuous Sneer 
On thefe unmarry'd Men Reflections caft f 

The fplendid Fortune and the beauteous Pace 
(Themfelves confefs it and tjieir Sires bemoan) 
Too foon are caught by Scarlet and by Lace : 
Thefe Sons of Science fhine in Black alone. 

Forgive, ye Fair, th' involuntary Fault, 
If thefe no Feats of Gaycty difplay. 
Where through proud Ranelagh's wide- echoing Vault 
Melodious Frail trills her quav'ring Lay. 

Sa^t 
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If, is the Sword well fuited to the Band, 
s brolder'd Coat agree with fable Gown, 
Dreiden's Laces ihade a Churchman' s Hand, 
..earning's Vot'ries ape the Beaux of Town? 

irhaps in thefe time-tott'ring Walls refide 
e who were once the darlings of the Fair ; 
i who of old could Taftes and Faihions guide» 
roul the manager and awe the Play'r. 

It Science now has fill'd their vacant Mind 
i Rome's rich Spoils and Truth's exalted Views i 
them with Tranfports of a nobler Kmd, 
bade them (light all Females .... but the Mufe. 

h many a Lark high-tOMr'ring to the Sky, 
ard, unheeded greets th' Approach of Light ; 
many a Star, unfeAi by mortal Eyc^ 
twinkling Luftre glimmers thro' the Night. 

ne future Herringj that with dauntlefs Bread 
lion's Torrrent ihall like him oppofe ; 
mute/ome thoughtlefs Hard'wkke hfere may reft, 
Pelbam dreadful to hi s Country's Foes. 

m Prince and People ta command i^pplaufe, 
«rmin'd Peers to guide the highdebate^ 
eld Britannia's and Religion's Laws» 
tccr with fteady Courfe the Hehn of State, 
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Fate yet forbids ; nor circumfcnbes alone 
Their growing Virtues, but tbeir Crimes coiiftnCs ; 
Forbids in Freedom's Veil t'infult the Throne, 
Beneath herMaik to hide the word defigns, 

To fill the madding Crowd's perverted Mind 
With " Fenfions, Taxes, Marriages, and Jews ;*' 
Or ihut the Gates of Heav'n on laft Mankind, 
And wreil their darling Hopcfs, thfcir future Views, 

Far from the giddy Town's tumultuous Strife^ 
Their Wiflies, jet have never Ieam*d to ftray ; 
Content and happy in a Angle Life 
They keep the noifclefsT^nor of their Way. 

E'en now their Books from Cobwebs to protefl, 
IncJos'dby Doors ofGhis, in Doric Style, 
On fluted Pillars rais*d, with Bronzes deck*d. 
They claim the pafling Tribute of a Smile. 

^Oft are the Authors, Names, tho* richly bound, 
Mif-fpelt by blund'ring Binder's want of Care ; 
And many a Catalogue is ftrowed around. 
To tell th' admiring Gueft what Books are there. 

For who, to thoughtlefs Ignorance a prey. 
Neglects to hold fcort Dalliance with a Book ? 
Who there, but wiftes to profong his Stay, 
And on thofe Cafcsxafts 9 Kng*f ing Look ? 
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Reports attract the Lawyer's parting Eyes, 
Novels Lord FopHhg atid Sir Pliime require ; 
For Songs and Piajs the Voice of Beauty cries. 
And Senfe and Nature Grandifbn defire. 

For thee, who mindful of thy Jov'd Compeers 
Doft \n their Lines their artlefs Tales relate. 
If chance, With prying Search, in future Years, 
Some Antiquarian fhall enquire thy Fate, 

Haply fome Friend may fliake his hoary Head, 
And fay, * E^ch morn, unchill'd by Frofts, he ran 
With Hofe ungartcr'd, o'er yon turfy Bed, 

* To reach the Chapel «r€ the Pialms began. 

* There in the Arms of that lethargic Chafr, 

* Which rears it's moth-devoured Back (o high. 
At noon he quaff'd three G\sk.K^ to the Fair, 
And por'd upon the News wfth curtous Eye. 

* Now by the Fire, engaged in ferioiis Talk 

* Or mirthful Gonverle, would he loitering ftand ; 
< Theh in the Gardeii cfhofe a funny walk, 

* Or launch'd the poli^'d Bowl with fteady Hand ^ 

* One Morn we mifs'd him at the Hour of PrayV, 
^ Belide the Fire, arid on his fav'rite Green ; 

Another came, nor yet within the Chair, 
Nor yet at Bowls, nor Chapel was he feeti. 



^ ^V^ 
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* The next we heardthat in a neighboring Shire 
' That day to Church he led a bluihing Bride ; 

* \ Njmph whofe fnowy Veil and maiden Fear 

* Improved her Beautj while the knot was ty'd, 

* Now by his Patron's bounteous Care remov'd, 

* He roves enraptur'd through the Fields of Kent i 

* Yet ever mindful of the Pkce he lov'd, 

« Read here the Letter which he lately fent* 

r^if L E T T E IL 

*« In rural Innocence fecure I dwell, 
'. ^ Alike to Fortune and to Fame unkhown ; 
■ •* Approving'. Confcience chears my humble Ceil, 
•* And focial Quiet marks me for her own. 

<< Next to the Bielfings oft religious Truth 
^ Two Gifts my endlefs Gratitude engage ; 
«« A Wife, the Joy and Tranfport of ray Youth, 
«* Now, with a Son, the coQifort of my Age. 

«* Seek not to draw me from this kind Retreat, 
** In loftier Spheres unfit, untaught to move ; 
« Content with calm, domeftic Life, where meet 
•* The Smiles of Friendfhip, and the Sweets of Love, 



^Vv^ 
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The PHAETON, 

AND TRB 

ONE HORSE CHAIR, 

AT Ba^riPve^s*once upon a Time, 
There ftood aPnAETON fiiblime : 
Unfullicd by the dufty Road 
It's Wheels with recent Crimfon glow'd ; 
It's Sides difpla/d a dazzling Hue, 
It's Harnefs tight, it's Lining new : 
No fcheme-enamour'd Youth, I ween, 
Survey'd the gaily deck'd Machine, 
But fondly long'd to feize the reins. 
And whirl o'er CamfsfieIJ*8 * tempting Plains/ 
Meantime it chanc'd, that hard at hand 
A One Horse Chair had took it's Stand ; 
When thus our Vehicle begun 
^o fneer the lucklcfs Chaife ami One. 

" How could my Mailer place me here 

Within thy vulgar Atmofphere ? 

From claific Ground pray (hift thy Station, 

Thou Scorn of Ox/or J Education I 

Your homely Make, believe me, Man, 

Is quite upon the Gothic Plan ; 

And 
# Well known at OxfirJ for letting out Carriagei, 1753. 
In the Road to Bknheim, 
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And yoUf and all your cloinljr Kind, 
Forloweft Porpofes deflgn'd ; 
Fit only, with a one-e/d Mare» 
To drag for Benefit of Air, 
The country Parfbh's pregnant Wife, 
Thou Friend of dull domeftic life I 
Or, with his Maid and Aunt, to School, 
To carry Dickj on a Stool : 
Or, haply to fome Chriftening gay, 
A brace of Godmothers convey.—— 
Or, when bled: Saturday prepares 
For London Tradefmen reft from Cares, 
*Ti3 thine to make them happy one Day, 
Companion of their genial Sundajt ! 
Tis thine, o'er Turnpikes newly made. 
When timely Show'rs the Duft have laid. 
To bear fome Alderman ferene 
Tofragant Hampftead's Jyhan (bene. 
Nor higher fcarce thy M^rit rifes 
Among the poliih'd Sons of Ifts, 
Hir'd for a folitary Crown, 
Can'ft thou to Schemes invite the Gown f 
Go, tempt fome Prig, pretendtug Tafte, 
With Hat new cock'd, and newly lac'd, 
o'er Mutton-chops, and fomty Wine, 
At humble Dorcbefier to (fine I 



Mean- 
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Meantime reoieidiiber, lifelefs Drone ! . . 

I carrj Bucks-^aid Bloods alone. 

And ohf wh*«^cr the Weather's friendly. 

What Inn at Abingdon or Henfy^ 

But ftiii my vaft Importance feels, 

And gladly greets my enterii^ Wheels. 

And think obedient to the Thong, 

How yon gay Street we fmoak along : 

While all with envious Wonder view 

The Corner turn'd fo quick and trut^* 

To check an Upftart's empty Pride, 
Thus fage the One House Cum^ reply'd. 

" Pray, when the Confequence is weigh'd. 
What's all your Spirit and Parade ? 
From Mirth to Grief what fad Tranfitions, 
To broken Bones and Imfojitions ! 
Or if no Bones are broke, what*« worfe, 
Your Schemes make work for Glafs* and Nourfij"^ 
On us pray (pare your keen reproaches. 
From One Horfe Chairs Men rife to Coaches ; 
If calm Difcretion'9 ftedfaft Hand, 
With cautious Skill the Reins cctii^mfMid. 
From me fair Hfqltb*fi k^Q^ F^Mnt^'a fprings, 
O'er me foft Snugnefs fpr^dsj her Wings : 

A«Jl 
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And Innocenci reflet her Ra/ 
' To gild my calm fequeftei'd Wa/ : 
E'en Kings m^kt quit their State to ihare 
Contentment, and a One Horfe Chair. '^ 
What though, o'er yonder echoing Street. 
Your rapid Wheels refbund fo fweet ^ 
Sball Ifis* Sons thus vainly prize 
A Rattle of a larger Sisse f 

Blagrave, who during the Dlfpute, 
Stood in a Corner, fnug and mute, 
Surpriz'd, no Doubt, in lofty Verfe, 
To hear his Carriages converfe, 
With folemn Face, o'er O;e/or^ Ale, 
To me di(clo(ed this wonderous Tale : 
I ftrait difpatchcd it to the Mufe, "^ 

Who brufh'd it up for Jachjonh^ News, 
And what has oft* been penn'd in Profe» 
Added this Moral at the Clofe. 

** Things may be ufeful if obfcure ,- 
« The Pace that's flow is often fure : 
•* When empty Pageantries we prize, 
<* We raife but Duft to blind our EyesL 
" ThecoLDEN Mean can beft bedow 
*' Zaftty for unfubftantial^iiv. 

• Jaekftn^ OxroRD 'Jovkval ; where thit Pablb firft 
appetred. 

THB 
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THE 
SPLENDID SHILLING. < 

• •••.••..••• ffiiig, HetTenly Maffl^ 

Thtiigt Qnattempted jt% in Profe or Rhime, 

A Shillivo, BRSBCBXSy tnd Chimsras dire. 

HAPPY the Man, who void of Cares and Strife, 
^ In Silken or in Leathern Purfe* retauis 

A Splendid Shilling : He nor hears with Pain . 
New Oyfters cr/d, nor (ighs for chearful Ale ; 
But with his friends, when nightly Mills ariie. 
To Jun'per's Magpye, or Town-hall •repairs : 
Where mindful of the Nymph, whofe wanton Eye 
Transfiz'cr his Soul, and kindled amorous Flames, 
Cloe or Phillis ; he each circling GhCa 
Wifheth her Health, and Joy, and equal Love. 
Mean while, he fmokes, and laughs at merry Tale, 
Or Ptfii ambiguous, oiConumirum quaint. 
But U whom griping Penury furrouiids. 
And Hunger, fure attendant upon Want, 
With fcanty Offals, and fmall acid Tiff, 
( Wretched Repaft!) my meagre Corps fuftain : 
Then folitaiy walk, or doze at home 
In Garret vile^jind with a warming Puff" 

* Two noted Alehoafes iQ Oxford, 1700. 



( 44 ; 

Regale chili'd Fingers ; or from Tube as black 
As Winter-Chimney, or well-polifhed Jet, 
Exhale Mundungus ilUperfuming Scent • 
Not blacker Tube, nor of a fhorter Size, 
Smokes Camhro^Britqn (vers'd in Pedigree^ 
Sprung from Cadwaladur and ^rtJbur, King9 
Full famous in romantick tale) when he 
0>r many a craggy Hill and barren Cliff, 
Upon a Cargo of fam'd Ceflrian Cheefe, 
High over^ihadowing) rides, with a Deiign 
To vend his Wares, or at the Arvonian Mart, 
Or Maridunum^ or the antient Town 
Yeleap'd Brecbinsa, or where Fag/^s Stream 
Encircles Ancouiumy fVuitful Soil f 
Whence flow nedtareoua Wines, that well may vie 
WithAftf^f, &eiin^ (u nnown^ FaUrn. 

Thus, while ipy joyteft Minutes tedious flow. 
With Looks demuray and iilent pace, a INrii, 
Horrible Monfter ! haM by Gods and Men, •^ 
To my aerial Citadel afeends j 
With vocal Heel thripe fhund'ringat qiy Gate, 
With hideous Accent thrice he calls ; I know 
The Voice ill-boding, and th$ folemn Sound. 
What fhou'd 1 do ? or whither turn ? AmazM, 
Confounded to the dark R^c^fs I fly 

Of 
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dad to the daik Recefs I fly 

dhole ; ftrait mjr brttftling Hairs ere6t 

dden Fear i a chilly Sweat bedews 

ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell !) 

rue ibrgets her Faculty qf fpeech ; 

le he feems I his fa^ed Brow 

*d with many a Yt^yrn, and conic Beard, 

ading Band, admir'd by modern Saints, 

s A6ts fprbode ; in his Right Hand 

oils of Paper iblcninly he waves, 

irafters, and Figures dire infcrib'dj 

to mortal Eyes ^ (ye Gods avert 
rues from righteous Men ;) behind him flalju 
Mo^(ler not[[ualikc himfelf, 
Afpe6t, by the vulgar call'd 
#/f , whofe polluted Hands the Godi 
rce incredible, and magick Charms 

endu'd ; if he his ample Palm 
iply on ill-fated Shoulder lay 
r, ftrait his Body, to the Touch 
us, (as whilom Knights were wont) 
inchanted Caftle is convey'd, 
ates impregnalile, and coercive Chains 
:e flridl detain him, till in Form 
ft Pallas fets the Captive free. 
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iJeWare, ye Debtors, when je walk, beware. 
Be circumfpeft ; oft with iniidious Ken 
This Caitiff eyes your Steps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a Nook or gloomy Ca?e, 
Prompt to inchant fomo. inadvertent Wretch 
With his unhallowed Touch, So (Poets fing) 
Grimalkin to domfeftic Vermin fwom 
An everlailing Foe, with watchful Eye 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky Gap, 
Protending her fell Claws, to thoughtlefs Mic^ 
Sure Ruin. So her difembowell'd Webb 
Arachne in a Hall, or Kitchen fpreads. 
Obvious to vagrant Flies : She fecret ftands 
Within her woven cell ; the humming Prey, 
Regardlefs of their Fate, rufh on the Toils 
Inextricable nor will aught avail 
Their Arts, or Arms, or Shapes of lovely Hue ; 
The Wafp infidious, and the buzaing Drone, 
And Butterfly proud of expanded Wings 
Diftinfl with Gold, entangled in her Snares, 
tJfelefs Refiftiante make : With eager Strides, 
She tow'ring flies to her expected JSpoils a 
Then, with envenomed Jaws the vital Blood 
Drinks of reluflant Foes, and to her Cave 
Their bulky Cwafl'es triumphant drags. 



^ 
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So pafs my days. But wben No^urnal Shades 
This world invelop, and th' inclement Air 
ferfuades Men to repel benumming Frofts 
With pleafant Wines, and crackling Blaze of Wood 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering Light 
Of make-weight Candle, nor the joyous Talk 
Of loving Friend delights ; diftrefs'd, forlorn, 
Amidft the Horrors of the tedious Night, 
Darkling I figh, and feed v/ith difmal Thoughts 
My anxious Mind ; or fometimes mournful Verf^ 
Indite, and fing of Groves and Myrtle Shades, 
Or defperate Lady near a purling Stream. 
pr Lover pendent on a Willow Tree. 
Mean while I labour with eterntl Drought, 
And reftlefs wifli, and rave ; my parched Throat 
Finds no Relief, nor heavy Eyes Repofe : 
But if a flumber haply does invade 
My weary Limbs, my Fancy's ftill awake. 
Thoughtful of Drink, and eager, in a Dream, 
Tipples imaginary. Pots of Ale, 
In vain j awake I find the fettled Third 
Still gnawing, and the pleafing Fantomcurfe. 

Thus do I live, from Pleafure quite debarred. 
Nor tafte the Fruits that the Sun's genial Rayd 
Mature, John-Apple, nor the downy Teach \ 
}jorMW/fif/m rough-furrow' d Coat fecme. 
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Nor MeJlnr-Truit, delicious in DecaJJr :• 

Affliflions great ! yet greater ftill remain : 

My Galligajkins that have long withftood 

The Winter's Fury, and incroaching Frofts, 

By Time fubdu'd, (what will not time fubduc l)^ 

An horrid Chafm dHclofe with Orifice 

Wide, difcontlnuous ; at which the winds 

^urus and Aujler^ and the dreadful Force 

Of Boreas y that congeals the Cronian Waves,, 

Tumultuous enter with dire chilling Blafts, 

Portending Agues. Thus a well-fraught Ship. 

Long faird fecure, or thro* th' Mgean Peep, ^ 

Or the /<?w//7;7, 'till cruifmg near 

The Lilyhean Shore, with hideous Crulh 

On Scylloy or Charyhdis (dang'rous Rocks I) 

She ftrikes rebounding, whence the fhatter'd Oaic^ 

So fierce a (hock unable to withftand. 

Admits the Sea > in at the gaping Side 

The crowding Waves gu(h with impetuous Ragei 

Refiftlefs, overwhelming ; Horrors feize 

The Marmers, Death in their Eyes appears,. 

They ftare, they lave, they pump,they fwear, they pray, 

(Vain Efforts !) ftill the battering Waves rufh m, 

Implacjtble, till delug*d by the Foam, 

"if he Ship finks foundering in the vaft Abyfs. 

A Pa- 
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/ 

A Panegyric on OXFORD ALE. 

BY A OIHTLLEMlN OF OXT^ORD. 

........... Mea nee Falenie 

Tcmperaint vites. neque Formiani 

iPocula CoUes. HoRAtk 

BALMof my cares, fweet Solace of 017 Toils^ 
Hail Juice beni^ant I O'er the coftly cups 
Of Riot-ftirring Wine, unwhoifome Draught, 
Let Pride's loofe Sons prolong the waiftfui Night ; 
My fober Ev'ning let the Tankard blefs, 
WithToaft embrowned, and fragrant Nutmeg fraught^ 
While the rich Draught with oft-repeat«d Whiffs 
Tobacco mild improves. Divine repafl i 
Where no crude ftirfeit, or intemperate Joyt 
Of lawiefs Bacchus reign i but o'er my Soul 
A Calm Lethean cfteps, in drowfy Trance 
£ach Thought fubfide8» And fweet Oblivion wrapjk 
My peaceful Braifl, iaa if the leaden Rod 
Of maj^c Morpheus o'^ mine Eyes had ihed 
Its opiate Infiuencp. What tho' fore Ills 
Op^efs, dire Want of chill-(tifptlling Coals 
Or chcarful Ouidle, (fave the Make-Weight's GleaM . 
Ib^y remaining) heart-rejoicing Alb 

D 3 CJa«w^ 
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Chcars the fad Scene, and every Want liippU^S'. 

Meantime, not niindlefs of the daily talk 
Of Tutor fage, upon the learned Leaves 
Of deepSMiGLEcius^uch I mediate ; 
While Ale ihfpires, Undl^ds its kindred aid, 
The tfc ought- perplexing Labour to purfue, 
Sweet Helicon of Logic I But if Friends 
Cogenial call me from the toilfome Page, 
To Pot-houfe I repair, the faci-ed Haunt,* • 
Where, Ale, thy Votaries in full reforf, 
Hold Rites No6lurnaI. In capacious Chair 
Of monumental Oak and antique Mould, 
That long has ftood the Rage of conquering Years 
Inviolate, (liof in more ample Chair 
Smoaks rofy Juftice*^ when th* important caufe; 
Whether of Hen-rooft, or of mirthful Rape, 
In all the Majcfty of Paunch he trits) 
Studious of ^fe, and provident, Iplac6 
My gladfome Limbs ; while in repeated Rouhtf 
Returns replenifh'd, the (uccefllve Cup, 
And the brllk FireConfpires to genial Joy : 
While haply, to relieve the lingering Hours 
In mnocent delight, amufive Putt 
On fmooth joint-ftool in emblematic Play 
The vain vicilfitudes of Fortune ihews. 
Kor Reckoning, Name tremendous, me difturbs. 

Nor' 



^tJr; cairdfof; chills my Breaft with fudden Pear i 
^"hile on the wonted Door, expreffive Mark, 
The frequent Penny (lands difcrib'd to View, 
*n (howy Charafters and grppefui Rmr. 

Hail, Ticking 1 fureft Guardian of Diftrefs I 
Beneath thy Shelter, pennylefs I quafF 
The chearful Cup, nor heir wi^^ hopclefs heart 
NcwOyfters cry'd : — ^Tho' milch the Po€t's Friend; 
Ne'er yet attempted in poetic Strain, 
Accept this Tribute of Poetic Praife I 

Nor Prodtor thrice with vocal Heel alarms 
Our Joys feCure, iior deigns the lowly Roof 
Of Pot-houfe fnug to vifit : wifer he 
The fplendid Tavern haunts, or Coffee-houfe 
Of James or Jugginsj were the greatful Breatii 
Of loath'd Tobacco ne'er difFuf d its Balm ; 
But the lewd Spendthrift^ fafly deem'd polite, . 
^hile fleams around the fragrant Indian Bowl, 
Dft damns the vulgar Sons of humbler Alb : 
:n vain — The Proflor's Voice arrells their joys i 
fuft Fate of wanton Pride and loofe Excefs I 
Nor lefs by Day delightful is thy Draught, 
Ul-pow'rful Ale ! whofe forrow-foothing Sweet^ 
)ft I repeat in vacant afternoon, 
Vhen tatter'd Stockings afk my mending hand 
^ot uncxperienc'd ; while the tedious Tpil 
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Slides unregarded. Le t the tender Swam 
Each Morn regde on nerve-relaxing Tea, 
Companion meet of languor-loving Nymph : 
Be mine each Mom with eager Appetite 
And Htinger undiffembled, to rcpahr 
To friendly Buttery : there on fnioaking Cruft 
And foaming Ale to banquet unfedrained. 
Material Breakfaft ! Thus in ancient Da; s 
Our Anceftors robuft with liberal Cups 
Ufher'd the Morn, unlike the fqueamiOi Son» 
Of modern Times : Nor ever had the Might 
Of Britons Brave decay'd, had thus they fed. 
With Britifh Ale improving Britifli vVorth. 
V/ith Ale irrigucus, undifqnay'd 1 hcr.r 
The frequent Dun afcend my lofty Dome 
Importunate : Whether the plaintive Voice 
Of Laundrefs (hriil awake my ftartled Ear ; 
Or Barber fpruce with fupple Look intrude ; 
Or Taylor with obfequious Bow advance ; 
Or Groom invade mte with defying Front 
And ftein Demeanour, whofe emaciate Steeds 
(Whene'er or Phoebus (hone with kindlier Beam», 
Or luckier Chance the borrow'd Boots fupply'd) 
Had panted oft beneath my goring Steel. 
In vain they plead or threat : All-powerftil Alb 
Excufes new fupplies, and each de(cenc^ ; 

Wiithjoylefs pace, anddebt-defpairing Looks : 
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£'ea Spacbt with, iiutignaot Brow retires, 
Fierceft of Duns I and conquered quits the Fiett. 

Why did the Gods Tuch various bleffiugs pour 
On haplefs Mortals, from their grateful Hands 
So foon the ihort-li?'d Bounty to recall ^-^^^^ 
Thus, while improvident of future III, 
I quaff the lufcious Tankard uncontroll'd. 
And thoughtlefs riot in unlicenc'd Blifs ; 
Sadden (dire Fate of all things excellent !) 
Th' unpitying Burfar's crofs-aflixing Hand^ i 

Blafts all my Joys, and ftops my glad Career. 
Nor now the friendly Pot-houfe longer yields 
A fiire retreat, when Night o'erlhades the Skies j 
Nor Shefpard, barbarous Matron, longer gives 
The wanted Truft, and Winter ticks no more. 

Thus Adam, exil'd from the beauteous Scenes 
Of Eden griev'd, no more in fragrant Bow'r 
On Fruits divine to feaft, freffi Shade and Vale 
No more to vifit, or vine-mantled Grot j 
But, all forlorn, the dreary Wildernefs, 
And unrejoicing Solitudes to trace : 
Thus too the matchlefs bard, whofe Lay refounds 
TheSpLBNDiD Shilling's Praift; in nightly Gloom 
Ofionefome Garret, pin'd for chcarfiil Ale ; 
Whofe Steps in Verfe Miltonic I purfue, 
Mean Follower : like him with honeft Love 
Of Ale divine infpir'd^ and Love of Song. 
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But long may bounteous Heav'n with watchful Care 

Avert his haplefs Lot ! Enough for me 

That burning with cogenial Flame I dar'd 

His guiding Steps at Diilance to pnrfuey 

And fing his favorite Theme in kindred Straips. 



4^ 



ODE 
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d D E to HORROR. 

ih the AliegoriCy Defcripti^e^ Epitbetical^ Alliterati<vei 
Fantafiic^ Hyperbolical^ zad Diabolical Style of ovlt 
modem OoE-*WRi6HTS, and Monody-mongers. 

Ferreuz ingruit Horror, Virg. 



OGoddefs of the gloomy Scene, 
Of fliadowj Shapes thou black-brow'd Queen i 
Thy Trefles dark with ivy crown'd^ 
On yonder mould'ring Abby found i 
Oft wont from Chamels damp and dim; 
To Cftll the fheeted Spedre grim. 
While as his loofe Chains loudly clinfc, 
Thou add'ft a Length to every Link i 
O thou, that lov'ft at Eve to feek 
The peniive pacing Pilgrim meek, 
And fet'ft before his (huddering Eye? 
Strange Forms, and Friends of Giant-iizc^ 
As wildly works thy wizzard Will, 
Till fear-ftruck Fancy has her Fill: 
Dark Pow'r. whofe magic Might prevails 
O'er Hermit-rocks, and Fairy-vales ; 
O Goddefs, erft by *Sp en s e r vie w'd^ 
What Time th' Enchanter vile embru'd, 

*SFiir3»R'» Fairy Qgecoy b» 3. ciato ii, -^ 
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IHs Hamb In Flqrimel's pure Heart, 
Till loos'd bj fteel-clad Bki toMi rt : 
O thou that erft on Fancy's Wing 
Didft tenor-tfenibiiilg t Tasso brings 
To Groves where kept damn'd fories dire 
Their blue-tipt Battlements of Fire : 
Thon that thro' mahj a darkfom Pine. 
O'er the ragged Rock recline, 
Did'ft wake the holloir whilj^g Bree«e 
With care^ofifuitied ELOf »b : 
O thou, with whom in chearlefs Celf» 
The midnight Clock pt^Pri/hen teH ; 
O hade thee, mild MUthnic Maid, 
Prom yonder Yew's feqnefter'd ftadc % 
More bright liian aH the fU>led I^ine, 
Teach me to breathe the ibiemn Lihe \ 
O bid my well-rang'd Numbers rife 
Pervious to none but Afitc tyes ; 
O give the Strain that Madnefs moves. 
Till every darting Senft approves I 

What felt the Gallic • Traveller, ' 
When far in ^r^J-defert drear, 

f Gieror. UUMt. b. 14. 
* I do not remerobeir ^X my p«Qtical Vit Joa l»eto m$A9 oF 

this Swry, 



He 



^57 > 

He ^<w»»^ widiin the C^t^cpiob, J 

Alive, the Terrors of aToflpib i 
While many a Mammj through.^ Il|a4e;r 
Ib luero^Tphic Stole arra/d, ^ . 

Sdem'd to uprear the myftic H^d, 
And troce the Gloom with (hoft^ Tread $ 
Thou bBudft him pour the ftifled Oroan, 
HoaRoa ! his Soul was all thj own { 
O Mother of the fire-cj^ f^uHi^t, 
O haile thee from thj grave-like Cko% I 
(What Time the Witch perfbrmVl her Rite,} 
Sprung ^om th' Embrace of Taste aofd Night t 
O <^een ! that erfi: didfi: diinly fpread 
The Willowj Leaves o'er f Isis' Head, 
And to her meek Mien did'ft difpenfe 
Woe's moft awful Negligence ; 
What Time, in Cave, with Vifege pale. 
She told her elegiac Tale : 
O thou ! whom wtndring Wa&ton faw,. 
Amaz'd with more than youthful Awe, 
As by the pale Moon's gHmm'ring Glean> 
He mus'ed his .ineAz/rr^o^ Theme*: 
O cnrfeu- loving Goddefs hafte ! 
O waft me to fome Scythian Wailc^ 
Where, in Gothic Solitude, " 

Mid Profpe£ls moft fublimely rude,. 
f See Isis, anELicT 
« See The PLtAsURBs of Mbla«choi.iC) ^^^tVC. 
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^ntatH a rough Rock's gloomj Chafin^ 
ThySifterfits, Enthusiasm: 
Let me with li^» in ilHigic Trance, 
Hold moft delirioot Dalliance ; 
Till I, thy penfive Votary, 
Horror, look madly wikl like thee i 
Until I gain true Traafporfs Shore, 
And Life's retirmg Scene is o'er ; 
Afpire to fome more azure Sky, 
Remote from <fim Mortality | 
At Length, recline the faindng Head 
lni)r»u/-&eam8diirok'danddeadi " 
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A PIPE of TOBACCO. 

In Imitation of 

Six Several A XJ T H R & 
By Hawkins Browne, Efq; 

I. A NEW YEARNS ODE, 
In Imitation of Collet Cibeer> Efq; 

RECITATIVO. 

OLb Battle-array, big with Horror is fled. 
And olive-rob'd Peace again lifts up her Head* 
Sing, jeMufes, Tobacco, the Blefling of Peace | 
Was ever a Nation fo blefled as this ? 

\IIU 

When Summer Suns grow red with He^t, 

Tobacco tempers Phcebus' Ire, 
When wintry ftorms around us beat,1 
Tobacco chears with gentle Fire. 
Yellow Autunm, youthful fpringi 
In Ay Praifes jointly fin§. 

RECITATIVO. 
Like Neptune, Cj&sar guards Virginian Fleeita^ 
Fi3£r^2inr/e& Tobacco 'sbahny Sw^t» ^ 



C(^ 
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OJd Ocean trembles at Britannia's Pow% 
And Bqrea^s is afraid to roar. 

AIR. 

Happy Mortal ! he who knows 
Pleafute which a Pipe beftows ; 
Curling Eddies climb the Room^ 
Wafting round a mild perfume. 

RECltATIVO. 

Let foreign Climes the Vine and Orange boaft. 

While Waftes of War deform the teeming coaft f 
, Bri T ANNi A , diftant from each hofHle faind, 
i Enjoys a Pipe, with Eafe and Freedom crown'd ^ 

Fen reftlefs Paaion finds Jtfelf moft free^ 

Or if a Slive, a Slave to Liberty. 

A IR. 

Smiling Years that gayly run. 
Round the Zodiack with the Sua^ 
Tell, ifever you have feen 
Realms Co quiet and ferene. 
British Sons no longer now 
Hurl the Bar, or twang the Bow, 
Nor of crimfbn Combat thinfc, 
But fecurely fmokc and drink. 



CHO* 
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CHORUS, '^ 

Smiling Years, thatgajly run " •. ' ^ 

Round the Zodiac with the SuUj 
Tell, if ever you have fcen 
Realms fo quiet and ferene. 

II. Imitation of Mr. A. Phillifb, 

LITTLE Tube of mighty powV, 
Charmer of an idle Hour, 
Objeft of my warm delire. 
Lip of Wax, and Eye of Fire : 
And thy fnowy Taper Waift, 
With my Finger gently braced ^ 

And thy pretty fwelling Creft, 
With my little Stopper preft. 
And the fweeteft Blifs of ^ Bliifes^ 
Breathing from thy Balmy Kiffes. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieft he of happy Men 5 
Who when agen the Night returns, 
\ When agen the Taper burns ; 
When agen the Cricket's gay, ; 

(Little Cricket full of play) 
Can afford his Tube to feed 
With the fragrant Indiak Weed ; 
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P!ettfure for a Nofe divine, 
Inccnfc of the God of Wine; 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieft he of happy Men. 

III. Imitation of Mn Thompsoit, 

OThou, matixr'd by glad Helperian Suns, 
Tobacco, Fountain pure of limpid Truth,. 
That looks the very Soul ; whence pouring Thought 
Swarms all the mind, abforpt is yellow Care, 
And at each Puff imagination burns. 
Flaih on thy Bard, and with exalting Fires 
Touch the myfterious Lip that chaunts thy Piiiife, 
In Strains to mortal Sons of Earth unknown. 
Behold an Engine, wrought from tawny Mines 
Of duflile Clay with plaftick- Virtue form'd. 
And glaz'd magnifick o'er, I graip, I fill. 
J?rom Patotheke with pungent Pow'rs pcrfum'd, 
Itfelf one Tortoife all, where fhines imbib'd 
Each parent Ray ; then rudely ram'd illume 
Witli the red Touch of 2eal-enkindling fJieet. 
Mark'd with Giblonian Lore ; ft)rth ilTue CIoirds> 
Thought-thrillinc:, thirft-inciting Clouds around,. 
And many-mining Fires : I all the while. 
Lolling at Eafe, inhale the Breezy Balm. 
Butcbiefy when Bacchus wont with thee to join, 
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genial Strife and orthocioxal Ale, 

earn Life and J07 Into the Mufes' Bowl; 

. be thou ftill my great mfpirer, thou 

' Mufe i oh fan me with thy Zephyrs 6001I) ' 

lile I, in clouded Tabernacle fliriri'd, 

ft forth all Oracle and myftick Song. 

IV. Imitation of Dr. Young. 

"(RITICKS avaunt ; Tobacco is my theme ; 
* Tremble like Hornets at the blafting Steam. . 

you, Court-infedls, flutter not too near 
Light, nor buzz within the fcorching fphere. 
Lio, with Flame like thine, my Verfc infpirej 
lall the Mufe from Smoke elicit Fire. 
:ombs prefer the tickling Sting of SnufF; 
all their Claim to Wifdomis^ — a Puff: 
I Fop LIN fmokes not — for his Teeth afraid : 
Tawdry fmokes not — for he wears Brocade, 
es, when Pipes are brought, affe6t to fwoon y 
f love no Smoke, except the Smoke of Town ; 
Courtiers hate the puffing Tribe,-r^ Matter^ 
igeif they love the Breath that cannot flatter f 
bes but fliew their ignorance ; can he 
\ fcorns the Leaf of Knowledge, love the Tree ? 
tainted Templar (more prodigious ^et) 

at Tobacco, thou8;hit makes him— fpit. 

E 2 Cvt^o^\%.. 
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Citron I A vows it has an odious Stink ; 

She will not fmoke (ye Gods !) but fhe will drint t 

And chaftePRUDELLA (blame her if you can) 

Says, Pipes are us'd by that vile Creature Man : 

Yet Crouds remain^ who dill its Worth proclaim^ 

While fbme for Pleafure fmoke, and fome for Fame : 

Fame, of out Adlions univerfal Spring, 

For which we drink, eat, fleep, fmoke,— evlry thrng. 

V. Imitation of Mr. popE. 

BLEST Leaf I whofe aromatick Gales difpenfe 
To Templars Modefty, to Parfons Senfe : 
So raptur'd Priefts, at fam'd Dodo na's Shrine ; 
Drank infpiration from the Steam divine. 
Poifon that cures,, a Vapour that affords 
Content, more folid than the Smile of Lorfls : 
Reft to the Weary, to the Hungry Food, 
The laft kind Refuge of the Wife and Good. ' ^ 
Infpir'd by thee, dull Cits adjuft the Scale 
Of Europe's Peace, when other Statefraen fail 
By thee protected, and thy Sifter, Beer, 
' , Poets rejoice, nor thmk the Bailiff near.^ 
Nor lefs the Critick owns thy genial Aid^ 
While fupperlefs he plies the piddling Trade. 
What though to Love and foft delights a Foe, 
By Ladies hated, bated by the Beau^ 
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Yet fockl Freedom, long ttLCourts unknoT^'B, 
Tair Health, Fair Truth, adcT^irtue are thy own. 
C^me to thy Poet, Come with healing Wings, 
And let me tafte thee unexcis'd'by Kings. 

VI. Imitation of Dean Swift. 

BOY ! bring an Ounce of Freeman's beft. 
And bid the Vicar be my Gueft : 
Let all be placed in Manner X)ue, 
A Pot wherein to fpit or fpue. 
And London Journal, and Free-Biiton, 
Of ufe to Hght a Pipe, or * ♦ * ♦ 

♦ •♦*♦*♦♦****♦»» "• 

This Village, unmolefted yet 
My Troopers, fli »U be my Retreat : 
Who cannot flatter, bribe, betrayj 
Who cannot write or vote for Pay. 
-Far from the Vermin of the Town, 
Here let me rather Kve, my own, 
-Doze o'er a Pipe, whofe Vapour blan^ 
In fweet Oblivion lulls the Land, 
Of all which at Vienna pafle*. 
As ignorant as * * * Brafs is : 
And fcorning rafcals to carefs, 
^jitoU the Days of good Queen Bb88, 
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When firft Tobacco bkft our Ifie, 
Tli«n think of other Queens— and fmilc^ 
Come jovial Pipe, and bring along^ 
Midnight Revelry and Song ; 
The merry Catch, the Madrigal, 
That echoes fweet in City Hall j 
The Paribn's Pun, the fmutty TaU 
Of country Juftice o*cr his Ale. 
I alk not what the French are doing,. 
O r Spain to compafs Britain's Ruin : 
Britons, if undone, cgn go. 
Where Tobacco loves f — 
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THE 



i 



Integer '"*^''J"\- 

ho not a Fa^*'"^"**''' 
_,HEMan' -^;!^ fc^^fuleje on thofc. 

"^^"^ ^-Tirfhcftand 

:V?itbAfpea8«^«!^^^,f^..Dunmn5. 
He feats no lt«« ^^ 

^°^"^" !dh\s heart invading^ 

He quaffs the ^^^^^^y,„„3, 
■^^"•'^^'u^donMafqu^'^-S. 
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IV. 

Wilh Jufticeand with Truth to trace 
Thc'grieflj features of his Face, 

Exceeds all Man's recounting | 
Stip.ce, he look'd as grim and four 
As anj Lion in the Tower, 

Or half-ftarv'd Cat-a-Mountain, 
V. 

A Phiz fo grim you fcarce can ineet 
^In Bedlam, Newgate, or the Fleet, 

Dry Nurfe of Face* havAd ! 
Not Buckhorse, fierce with many a hruife„ 
Difplays fuch complicated Huey 

On his undaunted'^' orehead. 
VI. 
Place me on Scotlands bleakeft hill, 
provided I can pay my Bill, 

Hang ev'ry thought of Sorrow j 
'There falling Sleet, or Froft or Ram, 
Attack a foul refolv'd in vain : — *— 

It may be fair to-morrow, 

vn. 

To Heddington then let me ilray, 
An4 take Jo. PuUen*'s Tree away, 

ril ne'er complain of Phoebus ,• 



Stt 
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cit while he (corches up the Grafs, 
il fill a Bumper to wy Lafs, 

And toail her m a Rebus. 



ODE to an EAGLE, 

Confined in a Q)Llege Court. 

Sluts tarn crui^l^/^lff^Jumere posnas^ 

Cut tantutn de /^^^g ffj jp ViRo. 

At que affigii bumUKm^ Particulam aura, Hox. 

IMperial Bird, who wont to (bar 
High o'er the roiling Cloud, 
Where Hyperborean Mountains hoar 

Their Heads in Ether fhroud ; 
rhou fervant of Almighty Jove, 
Who free and fwift as tlki^iight, could'fl rove 

To the bleak North's extremeft Goal ; ^ 

rhou, who magnanimous could'd bear 
The fovereign Thund'rer's Arms in Air, 

And (hake thy native pole ! 

ir. 

3h cruel Fate ! what barbarous hand. 

What more than Gothic Ire, 
Skt fome fierce Tyrant's dread Command, * . 

To check thjr daring Fire, 
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■Has plac'd thee in tliii fervile Cell, 
Where Dlfcipiine and Duinefs dwells 

Where Genius ne'er was fecn to r<wa : 
Where cv'ry felfifh Soul's at reft. 
Nor ever quits the carnal Breaft, 

But lurks and fneaks at Home 1 

m. 

Though dim'd thine Ey e^ and dipt thy wbg. 

So grov'iing I once To great I 
The grief-infpircd Mufe ihall fing 

In tend'reft Lays thy Fate : 
What tune by thee fcholaftic Pride, 
T akes his preciie, pedantic Stride* 

Nor on thy Mis'ry cafts a care ; 
The Stream of Love ne'er from his Heast 
Flows out, to adl fair pity's part ; 

But ftinks, and ftagnatea jhm. 

IV. 



Yet ufeful ftill, hold to the Throng- 
Hold the refleaing Glafs, 



'That not untutor'd at thy ympng 

The paflenger may pafs : 
Thou Type of Wit and fenfe confined, 
Cramp'd by tV Oppreflbrs of the N£ad ; 



Be 



Born to look downward on the ground t 
* ype of the fall of Greece and Rome I 
^^hile more than mathematic Gloom, 
Envelopes all around ! 



THE 

^RT of PREACHING, 

A FRAGMENT 

Ifi Imitatbn of Horace's Art of Poetry. 

By the late Rev. Christopher Pitt. 

Pfndent 0/mi interrupta, 

SHOULD lome fam'd Hand, in this fantaftic age. 
Draw Rich, as Rich appears upon th6 Stage, 
With all his Poftures, in one motley plan. 
The God, the Hound, the Monkey and the Man ; 
Here o*er his Head high-brandifhing a Leg, 
And there juft h^^tch'd, and breaking from his Egg ; 
While Monfter crowds on Monfter through the Piece, 
Who could help laughing at a fight like this ? 
Or as a Drunkards dream together bilw^^ 
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A Court of Coblers and a mob of King* ^ 

Such IS a fermon, where confusMly darfc. 

Join Hoadly, Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, andOafk£, 

^0 ^ggs of different parifhes will run 

To batter, when you beat fix yolks to one j 

So fix bright chymic Liquors if yOu mix, 

In onedark (hadow vaniih all the fix. 

This Licence Pricfts and Painters ever h,^d. 
To run bold leni: ths, but never to run mad ; 
For thefe can't reconcile God's Grace to &n» 
Nor thofe paitit Tygers in m Afs's SkiR ; 
No common dauber in one piece would joia 
A Fox and Goofe, — ^^-^Unlefs upon a fign* 
Some fteal a Page of fenfe from TiUotfon, 
And then conclude divinely wirh their own 5 
Like Oil on water mounts the Prelate up» 
His Grace is always fure to be at Top ; 
That Vein of Mercury it's Beams will ipread. 
And ihine more ftronglj through a mineofi,e^d. 
With Xuch low Arts your hearers never bilk, 
jFor who can bear a Fujian lin'd with Silk } 
Soonej jthan preach fuch fluff, I'd walk the Town, 
Without my Scarf in ^/6//?o«'i draggled Gown > 
^ly at the Chapter and at Child's to read 
f*or Pence, and bury for a Groat a Head. 

Some eafy Subject chufe, within your power, 
O/^ou will ne'er hold out for hjilf an how. 
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Still to your Hearers all your Sermops fort ; 
Who* : preach againit corruption at the Court ? 
Agaihft church pow'r at Vifitations bawl ? 
Or talk about Damnation at Whitehall? 
Harangue the Horfe-guards on a Cure of ^ouls ? 
Condemn the Quirks of Chancery at the Rolls ? 
Or rail at hoods and organs at St. Paur^ ? 
Or be, like David Jones, fo indifcreet. 
To rave at Ufurers m Lomhard-ftreet ? 

Begin with Care, nor, like that Curate vile, 
Set out in this high prancing ftumbling Style : 
•• Whoever with a piercing Eye can Jee^ 
** Through the/fl/? Records ofFuturity^^ 
All gape, no M^^tng : the puft orator 
Talks much, and fays juft nothing for an hour> 
Truth and the Text he labours to difpby. 
Till both are quite interpreted away : 
So frugal Dames infipid Water pour, 
Till Green, Bohea, or Coffee are no more. 
His Arguments in giddy circles run 
Still round and round, and end where they begun z 
So the poor tumfpit, as the Wheel runs round. 
The more he gains, the more he-Iofes ground. 
No Parts diftindt^ or general &heme we find. 
But one wild (hapelefs Monftcr of the Mind : 
So when old Bruin teems, her Children fail 
Of Limbs, Form, Figure* Features^ HeadocT^.ll's 
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Na7j thougli flie licks the Ruins, all her Cares 
Scarce mend the Lumps, and bring them but to Bears. 

Ye Country Vicars, when you preach in Towd 
A Turn at PauPa, to pay your Journey down, 
If you would fliun the Sneer of every Prig, 
Lay by the little Band, and rufty Wig : 
But yet be Aire, your proper Language know^ 
Nor talk as born within the Sound of Boiv, 
Speak not the PhraCe that Drury-lane affords. 
Nor from ^Change-alley fteala cant of words. 
Coachmen will criticife your Style, nay further^ 
Porters will bring it in for wilful Murder : 
The Dregs of the Canaille will look alkew 
To hear the Language of the Town from you j 
Nay, my Lord May'r, with Merriment poffeft, 
Wi.l break his Nap, and laugh among the reft. 
And jog the Aldermen to hear thejeft. 



J 
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THE 

CELEBRATED SONG 

O F' T H E 

All-Souls mallard 

GRIFFIN, Buftard, Turkey, Capon, 
Let other hungry Mortals gape on ; 
And on the bones their Stpmach fall hard. 
But let all Souls-men have their Mallard. 
Oh ! by the Blood of King Edward, 
Oh I by the Blood of King Edward,, 
It was a fwopping, fwopping Mallard. 
The Romans once admir'd a Gander 
More than they did their chief Commander t 
Because he fav'd, if Tome don't fool us. 
The place that's call'd from the Head of Tolus. 
Oh! by the Blood, &c. 

The Poet's feign'd Jove turn'd a Swan, 
But let them prove it, if they can : 
As for our Proof 'tis not at all hard. 
For it was a fwopping, fwopping Mallard. 

Oh ! by the Blood, ^c. 

Swopping he was from Bill to Eye ; 
Swopping he was from Wing to Thigh v 
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His Swopping Tool of Generation 
Oat-fwoppedali the wingM Creation : 

Oh ! by the 6iooci| &c» 

Therefore let us itng and dance a Galh'ardy 
To the Remembrance of the Mallard : 
And as the Mallard dives in poo). 
Let us dabble, dive, and duck in Bowl. 

Oh I by the Blood of King Edwaixl, 
Oh I by the Blood of King £dward» 
It was a fwopping fwoppmg Mallard. 
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S O N 61 

tolfldliour of the celebration of the SoAi^t HiAfti 

At QubbVs Collbge Ozpo&l>f 

Tom Marti fuam Mircuri§* 

ISkg not of koman or Grecian mud 6Aftiei» 
The Pjthian, OlTmpic^ and fuch like hard Namea 
Tour Patience awhile with Submiilion I bq;» 
I ftrl?e but to honour die Feaft of ColL Reg. 

Derrydown* down, down> deriydowm 

Ko Thractan Brawls it Our Ritesert pitVaO, 
We temper our Mirth with phun&ber mild Ale 1 
The ^ks of old Circe deter us from Wine > 
Though we honour a Boar> we wont make ourielre3 
Swine Deny down, &c. 

Oreat MUo was famous fof flaying hisOir, 
Yet he prov'd but an Afs in cleaving of Blocks : ] 
But we had a Hero for all things was fit, 
Our Motto difplays both his Valour and wit« 

Derry down &c. 

iStqut tiercules labour'd, and look'd mighty big» 
When he flev/ the half-flarv'd Erymanthian Pig, 
B ut we can relate fuch a ftratagem taken, 
That the ftouteft of Boars, coMnot/a've Bis own Baco^. 
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So dretdful this briftle-l>ack'd Foe ^ appear, 
Tou'd have fworn he had got the wrong Pig iy tbe Earf 
But mftead of avoidiftg the mouth of ^e Beaft, 
I|e nunin'd iu a Volume,, and cr/ d Grdpcum eff. 

Derry down, Uxr 

In this gallant action fiich fortitude ftewn it ,^ 
As proves- hin» b& Coward, aor tender Adonis % 
No armour but Logic; hj which we may find . | 

That Logic's the Bulwark of body and Mind* \ 

Deny down, &Cr I 

Ye Squires that fear neTther HIHs nor rough Rocks, i 
And think you're fiiil wife when you outwit arlbz i . i 
Enrich your poor brains and esqiofe them na aiore» ] 

Learn Gre^^ and (cck Glory from hunting the Boaiv 

Derrydown^ &c 

\ 
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SPiGRAM m an EPIGRAM 

t 

^NE Di)r in CbriJI'cburchyks4^vfi walkiq^ 
y# Of Poetryi and fuch thingi^ talking^ 

£ajs /So//^, a mtfrrj Wi^ 
ji £f i ^%ku^ if rigiit and good^ 
I all it's cireiiinftaAces ihoB*d 

Be like a Jelly-Bag, 
'iolii Simile, I own, is new, 
at how do'ft make xt out quoth Hugh P 

Q^oih Ralfbp I'll tell thee Friend i 
hke it at Top both wide and fit 
b hold a Budget-full of wit. 

And point it at the End *^ 

9lf. B. Thit ^gram ispriat^'^Yikntfce origiotl JUaMgfci^f 
•i«rT«diatlie AacHivii gftbe Jsll y-B*9 S^qibtt^ 
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AN 

Epistle f9 Mr. Robert Lowi 

In ImTtatiwof HMACfi^ Book if. EpiSU 

Bj the late Mr. Cbm^tofitkr Pitt«- 

^^'T^IS CM, dear Sit, iSJo Poet's pleafe tlie to^ 
JL Who drink mere Water; thou|^ fr6m Hd 
For in cold blood thef feklom bokil/ think ; 
Their Rh/met are more infipid than their drink.- 
Not great Jpolfo couki the train infpire, 
1[$l generous Bac'cbui help'd to fan the Fire: 
"^arm^dhy two Gods at once, the7 drink and writTi 
Ithjrme 9& ^ Day, and fuddle all the night 
Hmer, fajs Horace, nods in many a place, 
BvthintSy he nodded oftner o-er tkcGk&. 
Inrpii'd with Wme old EmiUs fiuij and thought,. 
With the fame fpirit, that his heroes fought • 
JioAmt from Joff/a^i'x Tavem-laws divine. 
That Bard wan no great enemy to Wine. 
Twas from the bottle King deriv'd his Wit, . 
Drank tiif he could not talk, and then he wilt. 
Let nocoiPd Serjeant touch the (acred Juice, 
But leave it to the Bards for better Ufe : 
Let the grave Judges too the glafs forbear, 
V/bo never fuig and dance but once a year. 

11 



Ji 6iice known, our poets t^e tie ihi, 
ik or niftdy and then get into print : 
their Fhunes Indulge the meUow fit, 
Aeirienfesinthe feaTchofwic. 
n with daret fir'd tlief tsdke'tlie pen, 
tj can wdte^ "becaufe they dnilk, Uke Beit. 
lick Swift ot Pn§r to their coft» 
; laih attempt the fools are loft. 
^ « genhis breaks through common rule^ 
in herd of imitating fods. 
he prince of poets, &k a-bed, 
iin|r coffee, bends his aching head, 
in publidc'O'er the fragrant Draught 
>fe heads that never ach'd or thought, 
piof oke his mirth, or his Difdain« 
:»mplaint , or mak^Iym fick agaii^ 

i them, the Poct*^ p^th purfue^ 
great ^Airrtfi evpr in m/ View| 
ftant View—yet what I write, 
>Ce (heets, muft never ^ee the lig^t ; 
)des, an4 twenty trifles more, 
it are born and die in half an hour« 
mu ft dedicate, fiiy^ fncering 5/#«r#, 
>me new Performiance to the prince : 
•ney is your fcorn, no doubt in time, 
:> gain fome vacant Stall by Rhime : 

f 3 • JUke 
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Like otlierToet's, were the tnifh but kn^w^. 
You too udmire whatever 18 your qw|u 
Theie wile remarks mj modeftj confound. 
While the Laugh rifes, and the mirth goQS rQund | 
Vext at the Jeft, yet glad to fbun a fca^ 
' yihiik into my coach, and drive away. 



THE 

L O W N G E H, 

I Rife about nme, get tobreak&ft by teui 
Blow a tune on my flute, or perhaps n^ake a p(m t 
Read a piny till eleven, or cock my lac'd hat i 
Then ftep to my neighbours till dinner to chat. 
Dinner over, to Tom's, or tp James's I go. 
The news of the town fo impatient tp know j 
While La'Wy Loche^ and Kewt9n% and all the rum Race 
That talk of their modes, their Ellipfes, and fpace. 
The feat of the foul, and new Syftemson high. 
In holes, as abftrufe as their myfteries, lye. 
From the CcfTee-houfc then I to Tennis away. 
And at five I poll back to my College to pray. 
1 fvp before eight, and feci:re from all Duns, 

Undauntcdjt 
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VodtkWidt^ mtLTch to the Miir4f or Tuns $ 
Where in punch or good claret my forrows Idrowii« 
And hofs off* a Bow], to the heft in the town ; 
At one in the moniing, I call what's to pay^ 
Then home to my College I ftagger away. 
Thus I tope aU the night, as I trifle aU day. 



} 



Epigrai*^^ written by an £xciS£ld[AN« 

And addrefled to a Toung Lady, who wa9 courted at 

the fame Tune hy an Apoth£ca&y. 

WHAT though the Doctor boafis to fit 
Your Mortar to his PeftU i 
Are not my Incba every whit 

Aanood tQgaugtjQx^VtJfel? 

AN 
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AN, 

EPISTLE/a Mr. SPENCE, 
When Tutor to Lord Mipdlbsbz. 
In Imitation of HoR A CBy Book i, Epift. |8 
Bj the Ute Mr. C»ii|STor»Bii Pitt. 

SP ENC E» with t ^iendyou pafi the hovn awif 
In pointed Jokes, yet innocently gaj : 
Vou ever differed from a flatterer more. 
Than a chafte Lady from a fiannting Whore. 
Tis tme you rallied every &uit yoa fimnd. 
But gently tickled, while you curVi the wound : 
Unlike thepaultry Poet's of the town. 
Rogues who ezpofe themielves for half a crown i 
And ftill impofe on ev'ry foul they meet 
jRudenefs for fenfe, and ribaldry for wit : 
Who, tho' half-ftarv*d, in fpite of time and Place, 
Repjeat their Rhymet' tho' dinner 6§j9 for Grace : 
And as tbeir poverty their dreflei fit. 
They think of courfe a Sloven is a wit : 
But fcnfe (a truth thefe coxcombs ne'er fufpeft,) 
JLies juft 'twixt affection and Neglcft, 

One 
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One ftep, ftill lower, if you condefcend, 
To the mean wretch, the great man's humble friend $ 
That moving fliade» that pendant at his ear. 
That two-legg'ddogt ftill pawing on the peer. 
Studying his Looks, and watching at the board, 
He gapes to catch the Droppingsof my Lord ; 
And tickled to the foul at ev'rj Joke, 
, Like a prefs'd Watch, repeats what t'other fpoke . 
Echo to Nonfenfe I fuchafcene tohearl 
^is juft like Puncb and bb Interpreter, 

On Trifles fome are eameftly abfurd. 
You'll think the worki depends ^m ev'ry Word,-«M« 
What, is not ev'ry mortal free to fpeak ? 
rU give my reaibnt, tho' I break my neck— —« 
And what's the queftion ?— ^if it iUnes or rainy. 
Whether 'tis twdve or fifteen miles to Stains. 

The wretch redoc'dtoragsby ev'ryVice, 

Pride. Proje6b, Races, Miftreffes and Dice, jg j 

The rkh rogue (bans, tho' full asbad as he. 

And knows a quarrel is good huibawbjr* 

Tis flrangc, cries Peter, you are out of Pdft 
Pm fure I thought you wifer than myfelf i 
Yet gives him nothin g b ut advice too late^ 
Retrench, or rather mortgage your£ftate. 



( 86 ) 

I can advance the Sum, 'tis beft for both, - - - 

But henceforth cut your Coat to match jour Qotb, 

A Minifter, in mere Revenge and Sport, 
Shall give his Foe a paultrj Place at Court. 
The Dupe for ev'rj royal Birth-day buys 
New Horfes, Coaches, Cloaths, and Liveries i 
Pliet at the Levee, and diftinguifh'd there 
Lives on the Royal Whifper for a Year i 
His Wenches (hine in BruiTels and Brocade i 
And now the Wretch, ridicuioufly mad. 
Draws on his Banker, mortgages and fails. 
Then to the Country runs away, from Jails : 
There ruin'd by the Court he fells a Vote 
To the next Burgefs, as of old he boughti 
'^ubs down the Steeds which once his Chariot bor«» 
Or fweeps the Town, which once he/<TvV before. 

But, by this roving Meteor led, I tend" 
^eyond my Theme, forgetful of my Friend. 
'Then take Advice j I preach not out of Time. 
-When good Lord Middlefex is bent on Rhyme* 

Their Humour.check'd, or Inclination croft, 
^Sometimes the FHendihip of theGkeat is loft. 
Unlefs caird out to wench, be fure comply, 
/iunt when he hunts, andiay the Fathers by: 



For 
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For your Reward you gain his Love, and dine 

On the b^ft Ven'fon and the beft French Wine : 

Nor to Lord *♦***♦ make the Obfcrvation, 

How the twelve Peers have anfwer'd their Creation, 

Nor in jour Wine or Wrath betray your Truft, 

Be filent ftill, and obdinately juft : 

Explore no Secrets, draw no Charaflers, 

For Echo will repeat, and Walls have Ears : 

Nor let a bufy Fool a Secret know, 

A Secret gripes him till he lets it go : 

Words are like Bullets, and we wiih in vain. 

When once difcharg'd to call them back again, J 

Defend^ dear Speneey the hpneft and the ctvif. 
But to C17 up a Rafcal— i-thg:t*s the Devil. 
Who guards a gopd Man's Charafler, 'tis known^ 
At the ftme Time proteds and guards his own. 
For as with Houfes, 'tis with Peoples Names, 
A Shed may fet a Palace all on Flames ; 
The Fire neglefted on the Cottage preys. 
But mounts at iaft into a general fllaze. 

TIs a fine Thing, ibme thjnk, a Lord to know i^ 
f wilh his Tradefmen could but think fo too. 
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He ^ret his Word— —then all jour Hopes are gone | 
He gives Ms Honour— —then yoi;'re quite undone. 
His and Ibme Women's Love the fame are found^ 
Yott ralhly board a Fireihip end are drowu'd. 

Moft Folks fo partial to themfelvet are grown. 
They hate a Temper differing from their own. 
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the {ii4i 
And Formalifts pronounce the witty mad : 
The Sot» who drinks fix Bottles in a Place, 
Swears at the Flinchers who refufe their Gla&e 
WouU you not pafs for an ill- natyr'd Man^ 
Comply with ev'ry Humour t^t you can. 

A/# will uiftruft yott how to pafs away 
Tour Time like him, and never lofea Day ; 
From Hopes or Fears your Quie( to defend^ 
To ail Manldndas toyourfelf aFr^nd, 
And facred froqu the World, retir'd» unknpwBt 
To lead a Life wit}i Morals lik^ hia own. 

When to delicious Pimperm I retire^ 
What greater Blifs, my Spence^ can I deiire ? 
Contented there my eafy Hours I fpend 
^ii\k Maps, Qlobes, Books, my Bottle and a Friend* 
pTteme can I live upon my Income dill, 
^'oa ibongh the Hou& ihouU pafs the (fakers Bill : 
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Yet to my Share (hould fome good Prebend fail, 
i think myfelf of Size to filU Stall 
For Ufe or Wealth let Heav*n my Lot afllgiu 
A firm and erea Soul iball ftill be mine. 



MORNING. JhOVE. 

The Author confined to College^ 

Sirihimus indufi. • - • - - Pbm. Sat*, i. V. 15. 

ONCE more the Temal 8an*a ambrofial Beams 
. The Fields, as with a purple Robe» adorn : 
darweil, thy (edgy Banks, and glift'ring Streams 
All laugh and fing at mild Approach of Morn 1 
Thro' the deep Groves I hear the chautttingBirds| 
And thro' the clover'd Vale the various-lowing Hesdi^ 

Up mounts the Mower from his lowly Thatch^ 

Well pleas'd the Progrefs of the Spring to maik^ 
The fragrant Breath of Breezes pure to catch. 
And ftartle from her Couch the early Lark 1 
More genuine Pleafure Tooths his tranquil Breaft, 
Than high-thron'd Kings can boaft, in eafiem Glory 
dr^ft. 
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Thepenfive Poet through the Green-wdod AetJii 

Or treads the willow'd Marge of munn'ringBrook a 
Or climbs the fteep Afcent of auj Hills i 

There fits him down beneath a branching Oak. 
Whence varioM Scenes, and Profpefts wide belQw# 
Still teach his raufingMind with Fancies high to glow« 

But I nor with the Day awake to Blif^, 

(Inelegant to me ^air Nature's Face, 
A Blank the Beauty of the Morning is. 

And Grief and Darknefs all for Light and Grace ; } 
Nor bright the Sun^ not green the Meads appear; 
Nor Cok>ur charms mine Eye^ nor Melody mine Ear« 

Me, Toid of Elegance and Manners mildy 
With leaden Rod, ftern Difcipline refhains i 
^ Stiff Pedantry, of learned Pride the Child, 
My roving Genius binds in Gothic Chains ; 
Nor can thedoyfter'd Mufe expand her >^ng^ 
Not bid tbeic twilight Roofs with her gay carols ring. 
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Oh M/sTOLLY F6OTEV 

UnexpfSed Arrwal ai Oxford, 
And fptidjf Flight firm tienci, 1758. 

LO N G had fair Fniiri and her Sos 
DiftrefsM Miifrva's darling Town 
With Perfecudon jealous ; 
Of Bdles fo fcantj was her ChoicCf 
She fcarce could tumilh Toafts for Boya, 
' Or Wives for humbler Fillvws. 

Yet Pallas all their SpfeeitdeQr'd 

And prudently the Ldfi fupptied ^^ 

Of fttch precarious BlifTes : 
Hence were her Sons more-ffudious grows? 
Her Difctpline went finoother on» 

'Mid Troops of homei/ Mifles.] 

Cupids who late had ieen tl|e Pkce, 
Found they had quite miftook the Cafe^ 
That Books would grow in Faibion, 
That dazzling Eyes aid blooming Checks, 
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Thtti to 7#vf'8 Court he wing*d his wayV 
To tell the Triumphs of the Day, 

And publi/h Pollfz Glory • 
But Vallas had that Morn been there ; 
And humbly fought of Jove to hear 

The Hardfliips of her Story. 

** That all her Sons were Rebels grown, 

" No Books were r^, no Rules were known f 

** Her fav'rite Seat was undone :" 
her Plea was heard^ 'twas Jovin Deaee 
That Iris fhould next Week convey 

Fair Vollj back to Undpn. 
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The CXJ SUIOU PLOT 

btfco^ereJ hy Dr. Shaw. 
B7H. B. Efq; 

WHEN Gaby PofTeffion had got of the Hall, 
He took a Survey of the Chapel and All) 
Since that, hTce thfe reft; was juft i-eady to fall. 

Which hoboiy can deiiy^ 
And firft he began to examine the Cheft, 
Where he found an old Cujbion Which g^ve him 

Diftaftii 
Tie firft of the Kind that e'er troubled his Reft. 

Which nobody^ lie* 
Tv/o Letters of Gold oh this Ctifliion were reai^d ; 
Tyfo Letters of Gfold once by GaVf rever'd. 
But now, what was Loyalty, Treafon appear'd - 

Which ndtoify, tfck 
** J. R. (quoth the Don, ih Soliloquy bafs) 
** See the works of this damnable Jacobite Race ! 
« We'll out with th? J. and put Gin it's place :" 

which nobody, &Ci 
And now to erafe thefe Letters fo ricli. 
For Sciffars and Bodkin his Finigers did itcii. 
For Converts in I^oliticks go thorougb-ftitch. 

Which notottj , ^ c . 
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The Thidg was a£noft as foon done as faicf, 
Poor J was depos'd, and G reign'd in his Stead ; 
Such a quick ReMohition fiire never was read f 

Which nohoefyf &ff . 
Then hey for Prefetment — But how did he ftare. 
When convinc'd and aftam'd of not being aware, 
That jT flood for * Jemmet, for Raymond the R. 

Which fiehody, Vc. 
Then beware all je Parents, from hence I advife. 
How ye chufe Chridian names for the Babes ye baptize^ 
For if Gahj dont Kke'em he'll pick out their J^s. 

Which nohoefy, C!fr. 



On Lopping New-College Lime Trees 

■\T7H I L O M a Row of faucy Limes, 
VV Planted, I ween, in lucklefs Times, 
By fome ill-favour'd Burfar ; 
Like Upftarts vain, grew proud and tall> 
And boldly perk'd it o'er the Wall, 
No Trees look'dcvct fveic^i. 



♦ ThcBcnefta«rwbo gav«tV«CtB»M«^ 
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But late for fundrj Crimes arraigned, 
[Whether fome flripling Shrubs complain'd 
Thefe Rogues prefum'd to flight 'em. 
Or whether they were heard to prate 
Of feme fad Yews untimely faie. 

That once grew over- right 'em : 
Or if by Chance their Heads they ihook. 
When tow'rds the Church they turn'da Look, 

And mourn'd the fad Conditions, 
Of poor St. Peter*^ * num'rpus Dead, 
That to their Graves were d^ily led. 
Since fome Folks turn'd Phyficians) 

Whatever the Caufe, fome angry Pow'r 
Refolv'd their daring Tops to low'r ; 

His murd'rous Mates aflembled: 
Ph! as the mangling Crew appears, 
Arm'd with Ax, Hatchet, Saw, and Shear9, 

How ev'ry Dryad trembled. 

Sore Caufe, for ne'er in Grove 6f Oak 
Did fpendthrift Heir's unpity'd Stroke, 

Such Butchery exhibit ; 
Each arm they maim'd, each Head they topt, 
Nor evet left a Limb unlopt, 
To make the Dogs a Gibbet. 

G 3 S.^ 

f Sl Ffttr*% Cbarcb, ia tbeEift^tlOai f iv ^«^ 
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So looks the poor difmember'd Tar» 
Who late was Thunderbolt of War, 

But fairn in bkrb'rops Clutches ; 
From mangling Horpital4uruM Qut, 
Miim'dy halt, and naked, limps about, 

To beg with Stumps and Crutches* 

€^h ! how the fad j[ucceeding Year, 
Will each kind Strangei;*s pitying Tear, 

Our womi'rous Change bemoan : 
To fee each Tree once green and tali 
A fhapelefs Block become ; and all 

Our Hedge-rows turn'd to Stone^ 

But we, bleft Minions, all our day3 
Shall bafc in Phcebus' warmeft Rays, 

No Shade can now controui us : 
And fliould he chance to overheat us : 
He by the fame good hand can treat u^ 

With gentle Purge to cool us. . 



EPIGRAM,' 



< 99 ) 

E P I G ^ A M^ 

O N AN 

OXFORD TOAST, 

H^itb fine Ejcs, and a b(fd Vpice. 

LU C E T T A"s Charms our Hearts furprife 
At once with Love and Wonder ; 
She bears Jove's Ugbtning in her Eyes, 
But in her Voice his Sunder. 

■ . ■'■ ■■. ■» 

4 BALLAD, 
7« the Tune of To you fair Ladies now at Land. 

Otcaftonei by a late Copy »f Ferfes 9n Mifs BRiCKiNDtN*8 going 
t$ NewDham by Water \ injwbicb naert the fiUmng JUues : 

ti The lofty Tf ees of Newnham's pendent Wood, 
'* To meet her feem to ru(h into the Flood { 
" Peep o'er their Fellows Heads to jriew the Fair 
** Whofe Nameupon'thetr wounded Barks they bear. 
M Reprefi your axnprous Hade i the lovely Maid 
•« In Per/on deig^s to cheer the gloomy Shade.*' 



w 



H I L S T you my charming Anna reign^ 
Of cv'ryMttfc vhtTWo!^ \ 



( lOO ) 
VVhofe Prefence decks with Flowers the Plain, 

With pride fwells Ifis* Stream ; 
May I prefume you'lliend an par. 
Tome, your humble Sonneteer ? Fay U, 

But left, my Fair, you think me cold, 

Cry pifh, and call me rude j 
Or think that I dare be fp bold. 

My Paflion to intrude ; 
It is not for myfelf I fue, 

Tis ioxfome Threes that die for you, Fa^ leu 

Smce late on Ifis' filver Flood 

Your fatal Form was feen, 
Some lucklefs O-ahs of Newnbam fVoody 
Till then fyll frefli and green. 
No more their verdant Honours ipread» 
Butligh for you, and hang their Head.: Fa^ la, 

' *Tis /aid, that with a Look moft queer. 

The Dotards peeping ftood i 
No Prieft with, more lalcivious Leer, 

Confefling.Nuu e'er view'd j 
Nay that they rujb^d into the Flood, - . , ■ 
Were e'er fuch ara'rous Sticks of Woodi — r'Fa, k^ 
How then can allyour num'rous Band 

Of Lovers not defpair j 
When Heartsof Oak co^ld not withftalid 

A Face fo wond'rous fair ? , . 
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Since in your Breaft no Pity's found, 

Tho' Lovers hang, and Trees are drowtCd, — Fq^ /b. 

In Piey to your Wit, reftrain 

The Lightning of your eyes j 
Since at each Glance upon the Plam, 

Some bleeding Foreft dies : 
If you proceed, my lovely Maid, 

You'll ruin our /o^/rV Shade. Fa^ la; 

Well might the Poet's am'rovs Song 

Stile you the publick Care ; 
For all our Country 'Squires e'er long. 

Will dread the palling Fair. 
Think wliat will good Lord Harcourt do, 
^^Qvj Ne^ufnbqpii Woods 9Jthfd hj you! Fa^ la 



On a BEAUTY w>i& III Qualities, 

MIftaken Nature here has join'd 
A beauteous face SMid uglj Mind ; 
In vain the fauldefs Features ftrike. 
When Soul and Body are unlike i 
Pity thofe (howy brealls ihouU hide 
Deceit^ and avarice, and^ndftl 
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So m rich Jajs from China brought^ 
^ith glowing Colours gayly wrought, 
Oftimes the fubtle Spider dwells. 
With fecret Venom bloated fwejls^ 
Weaves all his fatal Nets within^ 
As unfufpefted^ as unfeeo. 



A SONG of SIMILIES. 

By the Reverend Dr. Bacon 

I'V E Thought ; the fair Clartjfa cries i 
What is it like, Sir ?— Like your Ey«s. 
Tis like a Chair— Tis like a Key— 
Tis like a Purge— 'Tis like a Flea— 
fTislike a Beggar — ^like the Sun— 
Tis like the Dutch— Tis like the Moon— 
Tis like a Kilderkin of Ale^- 
.Tislike a Dodlor— like a Whale* 

Why jirc my Ey^s, Sir, like a Sword ? 
For that's the/Thou^t open my Word>" 
Ah ! Witnefs evVy Pang I feel j 
"jrhe Deaths tl*y give their Likenefs tell. 

A^Swoid 
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A Sword IS like a chair, y-ou'll find, '"^ 

Becaufe 'tis mofian end behind. 
'Tislike a Kej, for 'twil! undo one ; 
'Tislike a Purge, for 'twill run through ont^ 
'Tis like a Flea, and Reafon good, 
'Tis often drawing human Blood. 
Why like a Beggar you (hall hear, 
'Tis often borne before the Mayor. ' \ 

'Tis like the Sun becaufe 'tis gilt, 
Befides it travels in a Belt, 
'Tis like the Dutch we plainly fee, 
Becaufe that ftate, whenever we 
A Pufli for our own Int'reft make, 
Does inftantly out Sides forfake. ^ ^ 

The moon — ^Why when all's faid and dondi 
A Sv/ord is very like the Moon : 
ForifhisMajefty, (God blefs him) 
When County Sheriff comes t' addrefs him, 
Ispleas'd his Favours to beflow 
On him before him kneeling low, 
This o'er his Shoulders glitters bright. 
And gives the Glory to the Knight \Jt^ighi\ 
'Tis like a Kilderkin, no Doubt, 
For 'tis not long in drawing out. \ 

^is like a Do^or, for who will j 

Difpute a Doftor's Pow^r t* kill I ^ 



( id4 ) 
But why a Sword is like a Whale, 
Is no hich eafy thing to tell. 
But fince all Swords are Swords, d'ye fee. 
Why let it then a Backfword be : 
Which, if well us'd, will feldom fail 
To raife up fomewbat like a JVbale. 



J 
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The S N I P E. 

An HUMOROUS BALLAD.' .\ 

By the Same. 

Tune,-: Abbot of Canterbury. 

I'LL tell you a ftory, a ftory tha^t's true, ^' 1^, 

A ftory tliat's difmal, and comical too ; 5i 

It is of a Friar, who fome people think, •: i% 

Tho' as fweet as a nut, might have dy'd of a ftiht. '^- ' 

Derry down, down, hey derry down-. ; 

This Friar would often go out with his gun, \ 

And tho' na great markfman, he thought himfelf one ;■ ^ 

For tho' he for ever was wont to mifs aim, .y l 

Still fbmething but never hicnfelf was to blame. j;-' t 

Derry down, Src. ^ 

It happen'd young Peter, a Friend of the Fryar's, ,^\ ^ 

With legs arm'd with leather, for fear of th6 briars, t i 

Went out with him once,, tho' it (ignifies riot i ■ 

Where he hired his gun, or who tick'd for the fhot. ' ^ 

Deirry down, &c. 

Away thefe two trudg'd it, o'er hills and o'er dales. A.' 

They popt at the partridges, frightehM the quails j j[ " 

But, tatell you the truth, no great mifchief wasdone, -* 

Save fpoiling the proverb, as/ure as a gun. "^"^ 



But at length a poor Snipe flew dircft in the war, 
• In open defiance, as if he would lay, 
•* If only the Friar and Peter are there, 
** I'll fly wh'crc I lift, there's no reafon to fear." 

Derry down, &c. 
^O' little thought he that his death was fo nigh. 
Yet Peter by chance fetch'd him down frdm oh high ; 
His (hot was ramm'd down with a journal, I wift, 
*rhc firft Time he charg'd fo improper with Miji. 

Derry down, &c. 
Then on both fides the fpeeches began to be made^ 
Aa — I beg your acceptance — O I no fir, indeed — 
|l beg that you would fir,* — for both wifijjy knew^ 
That one Snipe could ne'er be a fupper for two. 

Derry down, &c. 
What the Friar declin'd in a moft civil fort, 
iPeter flipt in his pocket j the de'el take him for't F 
\But were the truth known; 'twould plainly appear; 
He oft times had found a longer Bill there. 

Derry down, &c. 
Hid in hiaf pocket the Sfilpe fafely lay, 
HVhile a week did pafs over his head and a day, 
JTill the ropes for a toaft too oftenfive were grown,' 
j\ad were fmclt out by tv^ry nofe but his own. 

(Derry down, Srfr. 



I 



( iC7 ) 

The Friar look'd wholefome it mud be agreed. 
So no one could fey, whence the (link fhould proceed f 
Whire the ftihk might be laid, tho* no one could faj, 
*Tis certain h(fe brought ft and took it away. 

Derrydown, &t. 
At fight of the Friar began the perfume, 
.And fcarce he appeared but he fceiited the room : 
SnuflF-boxes were held in the higheft efteenn. 
And all the Wry Faces wete made Where he Came. 
, Derrydown, &C. 

As the place he was in it was call'd this and that ; 
In his room 'twas a clofe-ftoof, orelfe a dead rat ; 
In the fields where he walk*d for fome carrion 'tvna 
*Twas a fatt at the Angetzxid pals'd for a jeft. (gUeft j 

Derry down, tkc. 
At length t£e Aifpicion fell thick on poor Tray, 
Till he took to his heels' and with fpeed ran away ; 
Thought the Frjar poor Tray Til remember thee foon. 
If I live to grow fweet Til give thee a bone. 

Derry down, &c. 
For he knew that poor Tray was moft highly abT|>*d^ 
And if any, himfclf, thus deferv'd to be us'd : 
For *twas certainly he, whom elfe could he think ; 
^was certainly he that mud make all the (link. 

Derrydown, &c. 
So when he came home he fat down on his bed> 
His elbow at diftancc fnppotted t\a Yi^^ ^ 
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His body long while like a pendulum went ; 
But all he could do did not alter the fcent. 

Derry down, &c. 
Thus hipp'd he got up and puU'd off his cloaths. 
He peep*d in his breeches and fmeit to his hofe. 
And the very next morning frefli cloaths he put on. 
All, all but a waiftcoat, for he had but one. 

Derry, down, &c. 
But changing his cloaths did not alter the cafe. 
And fo he ftunk on for three weeks and three days ; 
Till to fend for a doflor he thougJit it moft meet ; 
For tho* he was not, yet his life it was fweet. 

Deny down, &c. 
The doflor he came, felt his pulfe in a trice ; 
Then crept at a diftance to give hb advice : 
But fweating, nor bleeding, nor purging would da, 
Fbr inftead of one (link this only made two. 

berry down, &c. 
The friar oft-times to his glafs would repair. 
But to death he was frighten'd when e'er he came there ; 
His eyes Were fo funk, and he look'd fo aghaft. 
He verily thought he was (linking his lad. 

Deny down, &cf. 
iSo for credit he haftens to bum all his profe^ 
And into the fire his verfes he throws j 
When fearching his pockets to make up the pile. 
He found «Qt the Snipe, that had flunk all the while. 
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So he hopes you will not think him wholfome again^ 
Since his waiftooat, difcovers thecav^ of his pain z 
Torbtclude, the poof Friar inlreats you to note, 
That 70U might have beeen fweet had you been in his 
coat. 

Dery down> &c* 



EPIGRAM in MARTIAL^ 

Literally TrafiflaieJl 

CAliidusimpofutt nuper itiihi Caiipo Ravennz; 
Corn peterem mxtum, vendidtt ille merum* 

TRANSLATION. 

A Landlord at Satb put upon me a queer Hum 1 
I alk'd hiin for Punch ■ \ a^d the Dog gave mi 
mere Rum* 



H ^ K^V^ 
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TABLE TALK. 

Written in the Year 1745. 
B7 Mr. KIDGELLof Hertford College. 

- - - - f^otum, Timor^ Ira, ^•luptaj^ 
Ga^Jt^i Difcur/ui, noftrip Fwrraga UbellL 

JuVENA^r 

WHEN lovelj Celia bad rtfign'd 
The dear \it]kghxs of A¥oRitekkd, 
And could, without Reluctances fee 
The Powcri of Tidk-inf|»ring Tea, 
Imperial w\u laft Decaj 
Glad Mrs. Beiif^ harmlefs Prej 9 
When all the Fbnntains that fuppfy 
The Poob of rich ^uadriUe. were dry. 
And each promifcudus Fifh wa9*(een 
Stitteh'd on the Pearl-{>eQ>angled Cnen i 
When Pbabui had confign'd his PowV 
To a mild Evtning'z cooler Hour, 
And lent the Jewels of his Light 
TtdomthcEmpreftQ/ibe Nigh, 
Twas folemnl^ agreed upon 
Bjr Aftny Cookp and Buikr'^tbn> 
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Tliat Supper in the Parlour ihou'd be 
With Elxpedition vaft aa cou'd be ; 
For Mailer with Delay wa* hungry. 
And Miilrefs with Impatience angry. 
Swif^ as the Word the Cloth was laid. 
And all was huHiM while Grace was faid. 
When filence once again gave Way 
To bring Di/cour/e again in Play. 

" But, Sir, if thefe Accounts are true. 
The Dutcb have mighty Things in View ; 

The Auftrians rl admire Frencb-Beansy 

Dear Maem, above all Sorts of Greens,— 

They fay the Prujffian Schemes arc qualh'd— — n 
Oh Maem, 'tis admirably hafli'd— — 

Some Pepper — and I hear ArgyU 

A little Vinegar and Oil 

But that» perhajM, is all a Jeft, Sir--->^ 

Maem, which you pleafe — which you like beft, Sif-** 

I think green Peas— < if underftood 

The Gfand Dukiz Scheme»^^-^are lovely good 
Miifd, Mr. John . w ill humble Trance — : 



Sir, your good Health-— —but that's a Chanc e 
Mifs HarMz vaftly gf own, Maem— -why, 
;So her Papa thinks — ^-Mri. Fry v 

^ ^Is out of Patience—— Maem ^ Piece . 
Of Sturgeon-^— with her ////A<r Niece/ 
They're both Year's Childi«»^7oAn, fatCMt^^^^p-- 
But Hi^'rhrrtalkr by 4e Hend* 

Ha ^Va 
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She came from School, (lay let me fee, 

I think 'twas Almond Flummery, 

Venture to tafle it, Mr. Sear " 

The night that Garrick play'd King Lear. 

Oh, I remember I Dearefl Maem, let 

Me help you when he afted Haiklei 

* My fiiler Ajkhurnham had on 

Her Pink and Silver Hark'ee, John 

Anttfome rude Rabble from the Gallery-— 

^3Phe Soup taftes delicate of Celery. 

^ Threw God knows what upon her Sleeve— ^^ 
She's got Tt put, Maem, I perceive.-—— 
Oh, no, Maem, fhe v;as forc'd to bliy 
(Your humble Servant Dr. Dry) 
A whole new Bread th-^^^— we had fuch Sport- 
OfMrs. Fokesm Old Round Court. 
Dear Mrs. Chat^weit, have you heard n 

To me a Teal's a better Bird 

How Mrs. Branched Caufe goes on ? 
A little Water, Mr. J9b n^ 
O I Mrs. Brancbe I I can't abide her— — 
Pray, Mr. jitmes^ a Glafs of Cyder. 

Some lay a little Butter raix'd 

With Capers fhe is lo uhfix'd. 

She can'i eats moft delightful in i t -'* '* 

Continue in a Mind one Minute.—— 
No! Carp, Maem, i s a aAfevytfe ^ ■ ■ 



*&«3Plt 
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Above all Sorts ef Fifli to me ■ > > t 

A Triflingnefs-- — You knew Tom's Wife > i^ 

In every Aftion of her Life 

Tom Branch e^z Wife I knew ——another 

Potatoe if you pleafe— and Mother. 

His Mother Mr. Oldham fpeaks, 

Johriy don't you hear Jrr— -within thr<?e Weejcs 

After ^Thefe Eggs I always poach- 

Was ovcrturn'd in York Stage-Coach — • 

And Mrs. Mjfo«, asforher— — — • ^ 

MiG, your good Health* Maeni, your's, good Sir,-r? 

She went to Perth^ poor Soul, it cry'iJ, 

And ran to me — —and there ihe dy'di*r — r-r- 

Poor little Soul / Maem, fomc of thofc- -m^ 

And didit hurt its little Nofe I— ^^ 



Yes, -Maem, it bled 1 chufe a Wing, 

Sir j you are quite- like any Thing. 

But Doftor, if the noble Duke— 

Tate out that Skew'r there to the Cook— 
Shou'd trounce Monfieur, Fm bold to iay— ■ 
A little Sweet-Uread, A$rs. l^aj v y . 

That 'tis impolGble the Z>«/fi6 ^ ^ 

Maem, if you pleafe, not quite fo much«-— «• 

Refufe t' affift Yes, Macm, but Spices 

Improve it vaftly at this Crifis. 

Good gracious ! He's a dreadful Jpbfter— 
Maem, I prefer one Inclj of LobHer 



H 3 ^^ 
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He piec'd my Habit all in Dabs--^ 
At any Time to twienty Crabs- 



Oh ! rd forgot they're lovely Rabbi ts. 

Dear Maem ! —but now you mention Habits, 

fvlifs. Draivbridge — ^Yonr good Health, Mifs Perkins 

Has got the fearfttrft, frighffiirft Jerkin, 

It looks fo tarnifli'd and fo old - 

Mifd Jtnv keu I hope you've caught no Col d - 

No, not at aH, Maem— Fetch the Cheefe in ■ ^ i^ 

SnuflF always did (et me a fneczing ■ ^ 

The Aflbciation's fonp'd we hear . 

John, mix a little Ale and Bee r - ■ 

Why, really, Maem— your, Health, Mifs Bayes^ ■■■ . 

Folks talk on-t many different Ways 



f, Tho' 'tis a Cafe that I'm no Judge in-*^-^ 

Maem, Pm prodigious fond ofGudgeon*- 



But apt to prate— —they're fine ftew'd Peaa- ■, 

A.t fuch a Juncture of Affairs, 
pear Macmj you've heard how 'Squire BMng^-'^^ 

My Daughter fo/*// admires a Codlin g * » 

It rain'd fo dreadful cou'd not go, 
He and Mifs 7<i*f j, aftd Mrs. Sloe, 

So far as Te^fiurj laft Weclc-^ 

Sure, John, you heard Mifa Idle fpeak I 
\ You Taw Mifs Draiuhridg^^ Maem, laft Sundtrp^ 

Yes, Maem, I did ! and Mrs; Munday 

I lad joft her Parro: Pray Maem, how ? 

IreallT 
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I feallj, Maeray can't te!l» I vow 
I pitj'd the poor Creature'^ Fate-<r 
Give Mrs 2>fkn a Ciima l4ate->— ^ 



I. 



But poor Mifs Drawbrtdgt will run wild ■ ■■ 

Na» KilaMy obr.Qeam iidwiiys .boifS 
For our Party Maem, I can't but faj 

We all nudce Hafte aiki take awa y ■ . 

Are mightj fond of^ip-iloph-brii^ 

Tlie Wine and Fn2it»^MBeai» Church and IGng-^ 

Mifs, &allllielp70u? Sr, Ib^-. — 

Sir, thecc'aenoi^fc ^Maeto» Sifter J^ 

Is welly l>ut G«o^# baa hurt his Lqg : 

Mj Aunt waain a vehement Frigh t ^.i ' , ■ 

Hi? left Leg, Maem^No^ Mapm, ; his dght-r-r* 

Poor Matter G^orgy I ^Maem, I hope 

No Maeniy he's with my Uncle G/#, 

And is as lively and as briO: 

A s M aem do you chufe a Game at Whiik f 



H4 SIMILE 
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SIMILE, 

From PHiEDRA and HYPPOLITUS. 

SO when bright Venus yielded tip her Charmvy 
The bleft Adonr> langutfh'd in her Aran : 
His i41e Horn on fragrant Mjrdes hung, 
HU Arrows icatter'd, and his Bow unftrung. 
Obfoire in Coverts lay his dreaming Hounds, 
And bay^d the fancy'd Boar with feeble Sounds i 
For nobler Sports he quits the favage Fields, 
And all the Heroc to the Lover yields, 

fhe Same PA|L0D|ltQ, 

SO when bright Abigail reiign'd her Charms^ 
The happy Curate languiih'd in her Arms : 
His unbrufh*d Beaver on the Floor was tofs'd ; 
His Notes were fcatter'd, and his Bible loll, ^ 
In Atehoufii hid his dreaming Olerk was found. 
And rear'd^he fancy'd Stave with feeble Sound : 
Fo^ nobler Sheets his Concordance he leaves. 
And all the Ptrfon to thp (.oyer gives. 

VERSES 
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VERSE? 

on THE 

^xpeded Arrival of Queea Charlotte, 

In an E p I s'^.l, e to a F R i b n d> 1761. 
By a GENTLEMAN of OXFORD, 



Containing the Sentiments, Images , Metaphors, Macbif. 
nery, Similie^ ^AUufiiris, and all-^other Poetical Detoraii^ 
fns, of the O X F O R D VERSES, which wcrei: 
to appear on t|;iat aiifpicious Occafion. 



XTES — every hopeful Son of Rhyme 



-*• Will furely feize thw happy Time, 
Vault upon Pegafus's Back, 

Now grown an Academick Hack, 

. Andfing the Beauties of a Queen, 

(Whom, by the by, he has not fetn i) 

Will fwear her eyes dre black as jet, 

Her teeth as Pearls in Coral fet j 

WiU teil us that the RoTe has lent - 



W^^ 
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^titt Gieek its Bloom, her Lips hs Scents 
That Philomel breaks offhef Soug, 
And liftcns to her fwoetcr Tongcte ^ 
That Venus and the Gracc;3 join'd 
To form tWs Phcenix of licr KM, 
And Pallas undertook to ftore 
fler Miia with WifddmV chidfcftLoreT 
Thus fonn*d, Jove iffues a Decree 
That Ge okbE*! Coiifort fhe (hall ht : 
Then Cupid (for what Match is made 
By TP6ets>itK6ut Clip's Aid ?) 
Picks out the fwifteft of his Darts, 
Afid pierces iiftant both thdr Hearty. 

Your fteirfiil Proie-fhen here nught ddtaht 
Howbeft to hriii^tHs Mitch sfBont, 
For Winds and Wavei arc flKbred Thit^, 
And little care for Queens and Kings ; 
But as the Gods affembled (land. 
And wait each 7onriiftiF'8tfrd%Cdii^K&rid, 
All fancy'd Dangers Ih'ej derfde. 
Of boifli'rous Winds, and fweffiilg Tide | 
Neptune iscalPd to watt'tipOflr h^» 
And Sea-Nymphs arc h^fSfcids of Honour ; 
Whilft we, inftead of (Wtftcm Gales, 
With Vows and Praifcs fill tie SslUs, 
And when^ with due poetick Qire 
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They fafely land the Rop\ Ffur, 

They catch the happy Stniilieji 

Of Venus rifing from the^. 

Soon as (he moves* the HtU and Vale, 

Refponfivc tell the joyful Tale; 

And Wonder holds tVeiifaptar^d'Throng 

To fee the Godde&'|>af8-a]6ng » 

The bowing Forefts all adbreher. 

And Flow'rs fpontaneou&jl|»^ing before Her, 

Where you and IhlH E>ay trtight travel. 

And meet with nought bixt&md aiki Cnivel a 

But Poets have a piercing Eye, 

And many pretty Thirigs caii'fpy, 

Which neither you nor I caii fee. 

But then the Fault's in'you and nie. 

The King aftoniih'dmuft appear. 

And find that Fame hks wrong^ liis Dear f^ 

Then Hymen, likeaBifhop, ffahds. 

To join the Lovers' plighted (Suids ^ 

Apollo and the Muiet ^^it. 

The nuptialSong to celebrate.. 

But I, who rarely fpendirg^ Time 
In paying Court or fpinniiig.Ahymc ; 
Who cannot from the' High Abodes, 
Call down, at will, a Troop of Gods i 
Muft in the plain profaick Way, 
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The Wifces of my Soul convey. 
May Heaven our Monarch's Choice approve. 
May he be bleft with mutual Lovc> 
And be as happy wjth his Queen, 
As with my Chloe I have been ; 
When wand'rin2j through the Bcechen Grove, 
She fweetly fmU'd and talk'd of Love I 
And oh ! that he may live to fee 
A Son as wife and good as he ; 
And may his Confort grace the Throne 
With Virtues equal to his own ! 
Our Courtly Bards will needs be telling, 
That flie's like Venus or like Helen j 
I wiih that (he may prove as fair 
As Egremont and Pembroke are ^ 
For tho' by Sages 'tis confeft. 
That Beauty's but a toy at beft ; 
Yet, 'tis methinks, in married Life, 
A jftetty Douceur with a Wife : 
And may the Minuies as they fly. 
Strengthen ftill the nuptial Tye .' 
, While Hand in Hand thro'" Life they go, 
;Till I^ve iball into iriendihip grow ; 
For tho' thefc Blcffings rarely wait 
On regal Pomp, and tinferd State, 
Yet Happinefs is Virtue's Lot, 
All^e, in Palace and in Cot : 
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Th true, the grave Affairs of State, • -^i-- 

With little Folks have little Weighty 

Yet I confefs my Patriot Heart ^ 

h\ Britain's Welfare bears its Part ; 

With Trf.nfport glows at George's f^ame,' 

And triumphs in its Country's Fame : 

With hourly Pldafure I can fit 

And talk of Granhyy Hawke, and Piii • 

/ nd whilft I praife the Good and Brave, 

Difdain the Coward and the Knave. 

At Growth of Taxes oilier* frety 

Afld (hudder at the Nation's Debt ; 

I ne'er tht fancred Ills bemoan. 
No Debts difturb me, but my owA, . 
What ! tho' our Coffers fink, oi^r Trade 
Repairs the BreacK which War has made p 
And if Expences no w run higb^ 
Gur Minds muft with our Means compl/r 
Thus far myPolitlcks extend, 
And,here my warmeft Wiihescflld/i 
MayMe^itflouri(h, Faction 9^fe, 
And I and Europe live in Peace I 

6db 
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ODE to C R I T ICI S JSd.^ 
By Mr. W O D H U L L. 

JUafemus Cljfpeu^ DA]rAVica.vt X^^^a Me«rt 

Vl»«IL, 

!. 

HAIL, mighty Coddeisy whom of yon. 
Where fam'd Cimmeria boafts her tenfold Gloom 
In thofe deep Caverns^ from her laVring W<»{ib 
Imperial Dubefi bore. 
At theSi^ of thy 3kth» 
O'er the Rne-befprinLled Earthy 
Sl9wlj fuIUn Spleen zidvsLDCeSf 
Sneering Laughter joins theDances» 
Swift from her Den exulting Envy ipring^^ 
New trims her faded Tokch^ and Sharpens all her^iigs. 

Farewel, ye Vifiohs light and vain. 
The Delian Grove, with its enchanted Rill, 

* This Poem appeared foon after the Pobllcatioa of the Omferg 
Verfes oa the Dettk of bit Utc Majeftj. 
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Itie cloven Stimxput of PfunaJivsr* |Iil]> 
Cbiineras of thq 9.raii|. 
No nio;e fuch Fo}Jics tyyrfia o ' .. ■ ■., , ' 
Thee, fobcr-vefted Queen, I woo ^ 
Thy propitious Help imploring, 
As by MidiiigHt Taper porxng. 
With fhidiqusCare J naL9lf£ome faultf Line,: 
Thencudbtlie a^helsttaiHarp, or ^tmrr's Work ditbe. 

m. 

Here in my hateful, lonefome Ceil, 
While Darknefs fpreads her murky Veil aroimd. 
When Pains corode,and ftormy Paffions wound> 
Witl^theel wf& to dwell, 
Hio' ^p$iJ^ bids defpair, 
NoE ^Maffi regaids-my Pfay'r ; 
Still with ever conftant.Kindnefi, 
Thou wilt (both my yotfye Blincjn^fi i 
I feel,' I feel the maddening Infinence reigns. 
The black Bile ruihes on, and revela in pay Veins.. 
IV. 
Borne on the. rapid Wings.of Thought, 
E'ftn now I feem, in thy extenfiye Sh^de, 
Where baleful Yews o'ercome th^ fickening (flv^c. 
To ctoaffthe plenteous Dr^Uj^, 
And bcjiQld thy Realms con^riie 
Letmecif Ignorant^ fuid Wife> 
All alike with hot Devotion^ 
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SwallowWg thy cmbittcr'd Potion; 

Fearlefs I take my felf-commiflion'd Stand, 
To wield tKj nithlefs Sword with unrelenting Hand 

V. . ... ,. 
Hear then, hear my forid Requeft, 
Whether in poor rerona'fi haplefs State, 
Thou moura'ft thy Scaiiger's ncgleficd Patt, 
With Angui(h-Iaden Bread:. 
Or with Rapture iov'ft to view 
Sourly fmiling each Review ; 
Quickly hade to my Embraces, 
Come, O come, in all thy Gracct, 
Where tuneful Oxford h0s thy/ii^ Domafli, 
Where at thy Shtine attend her delegated Traiiu 

VI. 
How ihall I paint thy heavenly Charms I 
In whd't high Praife my ardent Suit addrefs ! 
Or how the glowing Flame fhall I expre(s 
Which now my Bofom warms ; 
Hdw defcribe the mazy Road, 
Leading to thy bleft Abode f 
Where thou fit'ft m ftate prefiding> 
Us ignbble Rhimers guiding 
To where the Banks o£ Letb^z filent Wave, 
Before our pafllve Steps difclofe an early Grave* 



<Ltx 
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vn. 

Yet ihah mj feeble Lays prefumey 
Wrapt in ideal Extacies, to trace 
The winning Features of thy lovely Face, 
And its primeval Bloom. 
Thov, ASiI<ver'Jlipper'JNymph\* 
Lightly tread'ft the liifnply Lymph, 
With dank Sedge thy TreiTes wreathing. 
Modulated Meafures breathing; 
A Coral Crown thy Bright Bro^v BMs, I ween. 
And down devplv^s thy Svieeping Stole of GloJIy Gr^m. 
VIIL 
Oft, in noQurnal Serenade, 
Anxious I wake my Lyra's difcordant Strings, 
Till the refponfive Echo loudly rings 
With thee, immortal Maid ! 
Ah I perchance my Hope« are vain m 
Canft thou dien with harfh Pif^ain, 

* Alluding to the foliow'mg LiQCs in WartuC% T a i v M r i| 
« r I 8 I 6 : 
And from the Wave arofe its gnirdrtn Q^een, 
Known by heF fweeping Stole of gloffy Green ; 
While in the Coral Csown that bound her Brow^ 
Was wove the Delphic Laurel '& verdant Bongh, 
•As the fnK)oth Surface of the dimply Floo4, 
The Siiver-flipperM Isi s tightly trod, 
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Spurn my too ofHcious Duty, 
Self-enamour'd of thy Beauty ; 
And clofe thy ftcrn, inexorable Heart, 
Slighting the Vow fincere, which wants the Glofs 

IX. 

Hence, idle Fears thou dill art kind 

Low at thy Footftool bends her trembling ICn 
I fue O Goddcfs, and I fue to thee. 
To thy Behefts refign'd. 
No rejected Votary's moans 
Taint the Air with feveriih Groans. 
Where we reft, thy Charms enjoying. 
Ever tafted, never cloying, 
"Widely thou pour'ft thy all-difFufive Rays, 
Inftant our kindling Souls with Fire congenial bh 

X. 

In RheJycinah favoured Seat, 
Where richeft Verfe thy fmould'ring Altar fe 
With him fome chofen Sage obedient leads. 
To give Thee Homage meet. 
Falfe Surmifes, hidden Flaws, 
Old Grammarians crabbed Laws ; 
At thy Impulfe while elated. 
By thy Pleafure he unfated. 
With his fell Pen from thy Tribunal bends. 
As on the mangled Lines the frequent Blot delcei 
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XI. 

When Autumn brought the lowering Year, 
Fair Ifis mingled with Britannia*z Woe j 
Meanwhile thou taught^ft her ClaHlc Plains to flow 
O'er George'^ Grjef-ftain'd Bier. 
How fhe mourn'd the 1/lonarch dead. 
Father of his Country fled, 
III befits my trite Narration — ^rr- 
I in lefs exalted Station, 
Stupidly nod o'er Poefy fo fine, 
Stretch'd on the Ijfelefs Couch of Indolence fupinc. 

XII 
7bat Part to Thee we confecrate 
Of the huge Wreath forfboth, 'vnhich all the Ninn. 
fVith Skill united have confpir^d to twine,* 
A FricafTee of State I 
'Twould make a Breakfaft for a King ; 
Or fhould he feaft on no fuch Thing 
As See-faw Flattery, and his Spirit 
Be coolly touched with fo much Merit ; 
If he endure the Song with Look finifter. 
The Plan will fuit at leaft a Patriot-Minifter. 

* Alluding to the following Lines in'the concluding Copy of the 
OxFOKD ViRREsaborementioned, writtenby the Poetry Profcffor. 
..-...-- - deign to view 
This ample Wreath, which all th' aflembled Nine 
With Skill united have confpirM to twlAC. 

I Z ^^^ 
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XIII. 
Full many a Youth whofe opening Shoot 
Tcem'd with Poetic Foliage, o'er whofe Head 
Caftalian Dews the gracious Mofe has (ked. 
And pTomis'd riper Fruit ; 
Such the firm Decrees of Fate, 
Such the Shortnefs of his Date, 
With the Troop of Phantoms namelefs. 
In that pious Volume famclefs, 
Where the triumphant Clouds of Smoke afpire 
Sinks in Oblivion's Arms on the funereal Pyre. 
XIV. 
Far from the Terrors of thy Reign, 
Curb'd by thy Frown, audacious Genius fliet j 
Or, if he impotently dares to rife. 
Is leveird to the Plain ; 
Nought avails his magic Art 
To avert thy vengeful Dart i 
And his infolent emprifing ; 
Thou his vaunting Pow'r defpidng. 
Eager his bladed Glories to copfound, 
Strik'fthimabreathlefsCorfe, unpitying, to the Grouwi 
XV. 
When + Sivinging Slow tvith Snveepy Stvay^ 
In one fame condant Tenor run our Rhimes^ 
Like the fweet Mufick of unvaried Chimes^ 
In diilant due Delay $ 
f See Wailto»H Pl<«J»rcs •! Mel«ucUVj^%^^^HRn, 
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Then our Vow3 thou deign*ft to hear. 
With a condefcending Ear, 
Aid, O Goddefs, aid my Numbers, 
Let me Share thy S<weeteft Slumbers^ 
While from this QuilL as all along I doze. 
In Apathy difcreet the StumbHng Stanza flows 



A Poetical EPISTLE 

To ♦«#«* *******^ M^ A, Student of Chrift Church 

By the Same. "• • 

Mufe, 

Un Ufage inconftant t* entrained 

Et la Raifon toujour s certaine 

Ne t^a point marque tes Sentiers P 

MaiSf non, je ne <veux point le croire j 

Le Reproche offenfe ta Gloire ; 

Etjietriroit tous nos Lauriersi La Mottb, 

ON Thames*s Banks, while you with happier Care, 
In bolder Notes invite the Aonian Fair-; 
Or nobly point, to guide the rifingjifouth. 
The fteep Afccnt which fcales the Hill of Truth, 
With Learning pure Morality impart. 
Strengthen theHead, and humanize tli% Vle^n \ 
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Shall fond Prefamption daringly intrude 

To grate your polifli'd Ear with Accents rude? 

Since you, fome leifure Moments to beguile^ 
Regard my IdlenefTes with a Smile ; 
No fervile Cuftom's narrow Laws rerere, 
Pleas'd with the Language of a Tongue (incercy 
Accept this Prefcntjike a partial Friend ! 
Elfe the rafli Trifle juftly wiight offend. 

If e'er my Bofom caught the facred Flame, 
Let me remember from what Source itcame : 
Your Counfel bad me tread this arduous Way^ 
And deign'd to form th^ rough mifliapen Lay. 

Here will I trace where firft thefe Strains begaft 
E'er fleeting Childhood ripen'd into Man. 
Can I forget, wiiile Memory holds her Reigs^ 
And fummons forth her bright ideal Train, 
Beneath what * Aufpkres my earlier Age 
Imbib'd theDidates of the good and Sage ? 
No, gentle Oufe ! for oft I lov'd to ftray 
Where thy fmooth Current winds its (edgy Way : 
Full to my View befide thy confcious Stream 
Coy Science thence difclos'd her kindling Beam j 
In wild Career fpontaneou* Numbers floVd, 
As with a Heat, unfelt before, Iglow'd. 

* At the Reverend Mr. Clijkvir*8, Father of the Geatlieaii 
t9 whom this Eplftle is acidT€(red. 
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If, ^tiight of Glory, Verfe like mine can give, 
Thy Name recorded by the Miife (hall live. 
To me far dearer than the boafted Groves 
Of proud Lyceum where lilifj'usxGMQs : 
Though not a Wreath adorn thy modeft Urn, 
In thy neglected Meads ho Poet bum. 
No Lover carve thy Praife on eirBTjjr Tree, 
With his Cali/ia fondly jolning't^; 

Since Glory prompted, and 1 turh*d my feyes 
To where the Hills of deep Parnaffuj rife j 
Since (ketch*d by Hope the flattering Landfcape grew. 
Ere Judgment check'd the Strokes which Fancy drew. 
Blindly I ventur'd on a feeble Wing, 
Struck the harfli Lyre, and tun'd th' unmeaning String 
But when faint glimmering o'er the mighty Theme 
The Lamp of Genius vanifli'd like a Dream. 
In Wifdom's loftier Spheres too weak to rife. 
Where wrapt in Clouds abftrufer Science lies I 
Unflcilful in the Jargon of the Schools, 
And little vers'd in mathematic Rules, 
With ardent Curiofity I fought 
What modern Art, what antient Nature taught; 
Saw Poetry expand a leafy Shoot 
To hide its faplefs Trunk, and wafted Root ; 
Obferv'd Caprice exalt her light Abode, 
And mark'd the Sallies of the reigning Mode. 

I 4 Sat5\<^ 
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Some will obje^ ; ** fuch Theme i8 quite mifplaced ; 
*• Hence Madam ! what haft thou to do with Taftc I 
" Shall uncominiflion'd Impudence decide 
•' On Airs and Operas withaScrrbler's Pride ; 
** And dare to mix with Coxcombs not a few 
" Who talk of Matters which they never knew ? 
Becaufe forfooth I flaunt not in Brocade 
To the Ridotto, Court, or Mafquerade ? 
But hear unmov'd imperious Fafhion's Calf^ 
And bring no Surfeit from the midnight Bair, 
Nor the flow, tedious, weighty Hours to kill, 
AH day read Hoyle, ail Night attend Quadrille f 
They treat my Notions as th' abfurd Pretence 
Of one quite loft to Tafte and conunon Senfe. 

" Avftunt ye Witlings," the grave Pedant cries ^ 
" Or pay juft Deference to the Learn'd and Wife. 
" Whoe'er would judge arighi of Books, of Men> 
" .And deal Inftruftioa with unerring Pen, 
" Before he hopes to win the gazing Crowd 
** And to the World proclaim his Thoughts aloud : 
" Let him in bulky Volumes deeply read 
** Drink genuine Knowledge from the Fountain-Head^ 

As one bewildered in profou]|[dlfft Night, 
Who faintly kens fome Vapor's dancing Light, 
At Random led : perplex'd-by each Remark, 
We*rc left as much as ever in the Dark: 

Whe> 



When Commentators folye the knotty Point, 

And twift contefted Adverbs out of Joint. ,; A 

Perhaps you'll anfwer, " that to clear the Doubt '^ 

** *Tis beft tofearch a dated Medium out ; 

*• Nor Fops, nor Book- worms for our Judges dill : 

** Thefe think too much j they never think at all 
Then let us fee — in Ages fo polite 

Who's qualified to read, and who to write ? 

Say fhall we (like the Game A£l) fix a Rate !^ 

By Privitege annesfd to fuch Eftate , 

Extol the fine-fpun Verfe his Lordfliip weaves. 

And in Divinity adorn Lawn-Sleeves ? 
Or fhall we boldly level ev'ry Mound 

Admitting all to tread poetic Ground ; 
And with a patriot Spirit for our Guide 
Extend the Limits of Parnajfus wide. 
Allowing thofe who never yet could /pel]. 
To fpeak, praife, cenfiire, nay to write as weU ? 

Whether we vifit, drefs, or entertain, 
Cuftom defpotic reigns ; — and let her reign. 
But fliall the Mufes learn the Gait, the Dance, 
With all the tawdry Nothingnefs of France ; 
Muft they affume fome new fantaftic Shape, 
And change their Habit with each axodifh Ape i 
Shall He in literary Credit fliine 
Whofe loofe Adrjenturcs fwell the Novel Line ? 



Aa< 
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And (hall the man of Judgment's Toiigue be mHte, 
Unlefs inur'd to quibble, and diTpute ? 

Whoe'er would boaft a nice Difcernei'a Arif 
Should feel with tender fympathizing Heart ; 
Not by the Teftof cold profaic Laws 
Defraud Invention of its juft Applaufe : 
But where bold Nature's mimic Drefs appears 
Tranfpofted fliudder at fiditious Fears ; 
Now pale with Grief, and now with Joy eiate^ 
Bleed with the Vanquifli'd ; triumph with the Great ; 
By each humane, heroic Paffion toft> 
And fink amid the dear Illulion loft. 
This, this is he, whofe vig'rous Soul can climb 
Up with the Poet to the true Sublime : 
Without Langinus^ Aid his Soul it Warms. 
He wants no f Burke to tell why Beauty charms. 

Thus the great Stagyrite who taught the Road 
Thro' Learning's Paths to Glory's high Abode, 
Himfelf before, with animated Skill 
Dipji'd in Cajlalian Streams his glowing Quill, 
Nor by dim cloifter'd Obfe rvation faw : 
But, e'erenafted, he perform'd the Law ; 
To Virtue's Altar his bold Pa^iis*reach, 
And emulate the Art he ftrove to teach : 

\ The ingenious Author of ^ Phihfipbical Enquirf intt tks Off 
C'fc fff 9nr Idfas of tbe Suhlimt and Beautiful. 

His 
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His Tribute firft the fmillng Mufe approv'd^ 
Then gave her Sceptre to the Son Ihe lov'd: 

Fajbhn^ who Arbiter of earthly Things, 
Dignifies Beggars, or depofes Kings, 
At length ordains, (which none muft dUallow) 
That what was Reafon once, is F0IJ7 now. 

See Criticifm advance, infpiring Awe ; 
She fij^lks triumphant like fome g^nd Bafliaw ; 
With, or without a Caufe, from Sy items free. 
Alters, cbmfirms, reverfes her Decree ; 
Her thund'ring Fafces brand ifhes anew 
Guiding her own dear Critical Review, 
Faft by her Car in Iron Shackles bound 
Reiuflant Genius kneels, and licks the Ground. 

Think not Idare in thefe eftablifli'd Times 
Combat Dominion with prefumptuous Rhimes, 
And fceptically blind difpute the Chair 
With thofe, who fit like Ariflarchus there. 
Lefs fanguine Thoughts my fober Wiflies bound. 
To tread fecure, nor meet the threatened Wound ; 
For this once more my trembling Pen I draw. 
And hail all Critics with refpeftful Awe, 

My lifted Mirror haftens tO difplay 
The modern Poet ilTuing to the Day : 
I a(k not whom ; what Theme his Genius fires ; 
How fw«et the Strdins his favVite Mufe fnfpires ; 
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Whether he pace on ftrait-curb'd clafHc Steed, 

Or mount the winged Pegafean Breed : 

I would not tear him with a VandaTs Hate » 

Norjety regarding his prepoli'rous Fate, 

Pity hit Woes, and curfe his ruling Star % 

But cooily mention Matters u they are. 

Privately cramm'd with more than friendly Praife, 

Shower*d to feed his evcr-thirfting Lays ; 

Hot with Impatience, which his Looks confefs. 

The Youth commits his Writings to the Prefi ; 

On DrydetCz founding Pinions fee him rife. 

Or range with Milton in ideal Skies ; . 

Eager he pants to reach the jaurel Crown, 
Anticipating Years of long Renown. 

Full foon he views the airy Fiftion paft. 
For fuch Deliriums were not made to la(L 
Ere yet too late miftaken Bard retire, 
Ceafe the vain Dreams, nor fan the hopelefs Fire. 
Or if thy patient Mufe muft needs Defign 
To heap with Incenfe Glory's crowded Shrine, 
An Ordeal morefevere than that of Old 
Expeft. — nay fhrink not ; — but approach, behold f 
See Apes of Tafte with half-fpawn'd Wits Combine, 
Weigh Word by Word, and murder Line by Line ; 
Here pining Envy frets ; there Malice ftorms. 
And Dulnefs rifes in her thoufand Forms. 

to 
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To fcape the Tempeft's Rage we look around, 
RejoicM if but a Hovel can be found. 
A Man no cowardly Poltroon 1 hold 
Who rapt in Flannel Ihuns Norwegian Cold. 
Then let ns> as calm Prudence bids, obey. 
And by her Guidance take the (urer Wdjp.: 
For iince nor Heav'n-taught Genius m'ividl. 
Nor Dint of Study turn the loaded Scale } ^ .. . 
How (hall a puny Rhimer dare withftand 
Incens'd Stupidity's united Band ? 

'Twas thus departing Freedom at the Field 
Of loft Pbilippi faw her Squadrons yield. 
When civil Enmity her Banners tore, 
And Brutus fhed the laft of Roman Gore ; 
With either Party Attkus allied 
Bow'd to the Triumphs of OSa*vius^ Pride ; 
Formally wept at Freedom's clofing Grave, 
Then hugg'd his Fetters like an abjefl Slave. 

My Verfe to thee fubmiffive Irefign ; 
Yes, mighty Dulnefs, I am wholly thine ; 
To teach me how to gain, — not merit Prai(e, 
And give, O give thy foporific Bays i 
Blind me a willing Captive in thy Chains, 
And lead me, where Alliteration reigns : 
Hard by thy Throne (he waves her wond'rous Wand 
Wafting her balmy Bleifings o'er the Land, 
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Where warbling Winds the pure pellucid Rill, 
And Toothing Sounds excluded Meaning kill^ 

Sick of his Homage I depart in Hade, 
The labour'd Samenefs palls my jaded Taftc. 
Fretful I mutter " this is far too much — 
** I hate e'en Honour, fhould the Terms be fuch. 
** To me fome leTs mechanick Talk affign ; 
** Confent, O Goddefs, and the Prize is mine/* 

Here the proud Queen's fagacious Train exclaim ; 
** Inftandy fnatch the Palms of profFerM Fame j 
** So fliall thy Judges with Complacent Smile, 
** Approve thy neat, thy terfe, thy claffic Stile. 
^^ As Fafhion dilates, and our laws ordain 
" In lulling Accents tune thy honied Strain ; 
** With fixed Anchor in the Haven keep, 
" Nor raihly venture on the ftormy Deep. 

" The Naiads firft addrefs, and faunt'ring dream 
" By the green Margin of fome chryftal Stream ; 
** To fweet Arcadia's blifsful Shades afpirc 
" In gentle Sydney* s Sbepberdi/b Attire. 

" Thy fecond Theme, fome Amaryllis chule 
** Whofe Charms may animate thy fluggifh Mufe, 
** Let Hamm9nd*s Number touch the feeling Heart : 
'* Be thou fuperior ; add the Garb of Art. 
*• In lofty Diflion bid her amply (hine, 
•< Beauteous, Angelic, — ftop not there, — ^Divine : . 

•? Say 
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** Say in her Cheeirs what ambuihM JaT'linslie ; 
<* What Radiance beaming from Ylqt fun-clad Eye." 

This is but trifling. — " Would'ft thou then fucceed I 
** Fear not, be bold ; fele(5l a Theme indeed. 
•* Say, can thy foft infinuating Skill 
«' Defcribe a Statefman's Probity at Will , 
<* With fervent Zeal f (Tiduous to commend 
** Th'illuftrious Patron, and the generous Friend, 
<* To Wealth, to Title duteous Homage pay, 
** And make the Great the Subject of thy Lay ? 

" Applaufe from ecchoing Multitudes to gain, 

« Orcan'ftthou ?" 

Almofl burfling with Difdaia 
«* Indeed I cannot," I enrag'd reply ; 
<* Let others handle Themes like thefe — not L" 

Then what Afylum yet remains for me. 
Where Candor rules, and Poetry is free ? 
Say fliall I fteer to reach yon fated Land, 
Where frequent Wrecks deform the hoftile Strand, 
Where Dunce promifcuous rival Dunce engages^ 
And Mud with Mud eternal Battle wages , 

Or (hall I fly, where noify Tumults ceafe* 
And feek the liwellings of inglorious Peacej 
Lock'd in the Bonds of happy Slumber fad, 
To doze away Remembrance of the paft ; 
Forgetful too that e'er my childllh Tongue 
With ravifh'd Wonder lifp'd th' imoerfeft Song ; 
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Content domeftic Quiet to purfue, 

And bid that falfe Coquette, the Muie, adieu ? 

Since Caution (lumber'd when this rhyming Will ' 
Firft bade me flain with Ink my hafty Quill ; 

Let her depart, and vifit thofe who fear 

The Critic's La(h, the WJt's contemptuous Sneer, 

I cannot now fuperlatively wife 

Perform what f/iVfff/tf J would advifc, 
** Letting each dang'rous Enterprise alone 
** Call unfubdued Security thy own." 
Unfutrd the Banner, and the Weapon caft. 
Ail Hopes of Safety in Retreat are paft. 

Should I (land forth on Record as a Fool, 
My Maxims fpurn'd, and cancell'd ev'iy Rule, 
I will not yet implicitly abide 
By what the People happen to decide. 
Nor can I for my Life attentive fit 
To praife each Species of new fangled Wit ; 
Or dwell with Tranfport on the hobbling Rhiooes^ 
Theclaflick Cant of thefe poetic Times, 
Far be the odious Antiquary's Frown 
Who aims to pull all living Merit down. 
Who churliflily belies the prefent Days, 
When be bewails with an invidious Praife, 
(To give Detraction's Venom freer Scope) 
All Genius buried in the Grave of Pop9, 

lat 
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But lliali each Mufhroom-Being of a Day 
Ufurp an infolent opprellive Sway ; 
Inhuman Plunderers by Rapine fed, 
Rake up theaflies of the mighty Dead, 
And conjure forth fome vet'ran Poet, drcft 
(Superfluous Toil) iii Falliion's gorgeous Veil, 

Tir'd ot the Growds, and Nolfe of Lombard'Streit 
Thus when the Gt obtains a Country Seat ; 
Where m uncircumbfciib*d Extent v/t^,s drawn 
Magnificently large the various Lawn, 
He bounds to meafur'd Space the formal Sqpare, 
Or gives Proportion to th' exad Parterre, 
Wonderful induftry ! in Pipes convey'd 
Here fputters down the regulni Cafcade, 
There, draggled on in Beauty's vaunted Line, 
Pehold the muddy Trench — a Serpentine. 

Tell me no more bow Sbmk^fpf{^r\ Lines exprefs 
Th' inimitable Feelings of Diitrefs. 
When Rdfueo haftes to fjecping Jw/iV^-sTombi, 
Or injured Lear bewails his wretched Dooim 
Wh^e are thpfe tragic Scenes renowp'd of old. 
In native Strength irregularly bokl| 
Thofe genuine Tints with which that Mafter dre^^y 
Expreffive Nature to our daazled View ? 
All, all arevanilhed. Fe whofe ample Mind 
No rigid Learning's flavifh Rules confined. 
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O'er tracklcfs Regions wont at large to foa^ : 
Now cramp'd in Trammels of 7beatric Lare^ 
His Seat ufurp'd by more than Gothic Laft, 
Shorn of bis Plumes lies groveling in th^ Duft. 

Pri?7 to Juliet*^ counterfeited Death» 
We wait the Hour that (hall reftore her Breath ; 
With Hope, with Fear» with fond laipatience btuz 
'Till abfent Romeo fpeed bis wilhM Rctiin) . 
Here muft wc ftop 5— and while in due Array 
I'htjlale Proceffion fwceps the tedious Way, 
Confpiring ShQuts of thronging Galleries join ; 
\* Indeed this Sbakefpear is prodigious fine I" 

See frantic Lear in hopelefs Grief diftreft. 
And warm Compaffion melt each generous Bread ; 
Now haftes th' unravcird Prama to its Clofc, 
And Death breaks off the Tenor of his Woci. 
Can we behold without indignant Rage 
The Monarch re-enthron'd upon the Stage ; 
And Shake/pear's Plan reversed to bid him live i 
Such is the Crown our wife CorreSorsgxwe. 
AjufterTitle fliall the Mufe beftow 
On thefe Deftroyers of the Tragic Woe . 
Who*er the' Author of fo black a Deed, 
In her auguft Tribunal 'tis decreed 
To judge his Cruelty more hateful ftiU 
Than the barbarian Wiles of Gon^rilL 

Wl 
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While many a Wretch who bears the Poet's Name, 
Deaf to the Voice of Reafon, and of Fame, 
Meeriy to furbifh out fome paultry Scene, 
New patches Otway with deforni'd /?/7ff ;j^, 
Befmears with foreign Sauce coarfe Englijh Ware, 
Or like a Ruffian pillages Voltaire ; 
The heavenly Mufe alone unpinion'd fings, 
Nor (loops to tbefe imaginary Kings ; 
She opens honeft Truth's obltru^ed Source, 
Points Satire's Edge, and wings her Javelin's Force. 
Some think, •* on InfeiSls crufh'd without a Foe, 
•* That Juilice idly hurls her weighty Blow 
<* So fliort, fo fleeting their al ottcd Date, 
** Why urge a Playw rit's neceflkry Fate, 
•* O'er their high Creft Oblivion fpreads her Rod, 
•* Soon are the Footfteps vanilh'd where they trod, 
*« Tney and their Farces mixing with the Wind, 
«< All difappear, nor leave a Wreck behind, 
•* Where plung'd in Chaos many a Fathom deep 
** Myriads of Frenchified Abortions fleep. 

Yet if thefe Plagiaries exalted high 
On. borrowed Fame's weak Pedeftais rely j 
Wherefore on Mortals defperately brave 
Lavifh that Mercy which they never gave ? 
When Crops fo rank, exub'rant Dulnefs yields, 
Who weilds the Critic's Falchion nobly Weilds., 

K > Dcfigns 
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Dcfigns like tbefe my Pencil rudely planM, 
The'Exccution a(ks an abler Hand. 
Enough for me. if in thefe namelefs Shades, 
Far from the Manfions of Jonia'sMakhf 
Ingenuous Truth her artlcfs Charms difpla/. 
And Heady Reafon guide the temper'd Lay : 
Or fiiewn by (Irong Imagination's Light 
Ages far dillant crowd the mental Sight, 
When Roujfeau tells the ♦ happy State of Man 
By Prieftcraft forg'd ere Right Divine began ? ' 
Ere Tyrants claim'd the fovereign Throne of God> 
And crufh'd the Nations with an Iron Rod. 

Thus unobferv'd by mad Ambition's Gaze, . 
'Tis mine to rove thro' Fortune's humbler Maze, 
AiTert the Freedom of the dauntlefs Mufe, 
And readi or write fuch Whimfies as I chujfe. 
******* may you with more fuccefsful Aim 
Approach the Temple of wide echoing Fame, 
And cull the Wreaths, where pleafing Fi^ion glows 
In fairy Realms, which liberal Genius ftrews ; 
Whofe darted Impulfe fpringing thro' the Mind, 
Leaves flowly plodding Induftry behind. 

♦ Difcours fur V Originc U Ics Fondemcns de i* Inegalite pw 
les Hommee. 
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A N 

IMITAI^ION ofSPENSER. 
I. * 

A Well known Vafe of fovraign Ufe I fing, 
Pleafing to Young and Old, and Jordan hlght. 
The loveljT Queen, and eke the haughty King 
Snatch up this Veffel in the murky Night : 
Ne lives there poor, ne lives there wealthy Wight, 
But ufes it in mantle brown or green j 
Sometimes it ftands array'd in glofly white ; 
And eft in mighty Dortobrs may be feen 
Of China's fragile earth, with azure Flowrets ficcn. 

11. 

The Virgin comely as the ^t^j Rofc, 
Here gently fheds the foftly-whifp'ring Rill i 
The Frannion, who ne Shame ne Blufliing knows. 
At once the Potter's glolTy Vafe does fill ; 
It whizzes like the Waters from a Mill. 
Here frouzy Houfewives clear their loaded Reins i 
The Beef-fed Juftice, who fat Ale doth ftvill, 
Grafps the round-handled Jar, and tries, and drains, 
While (lowly dribbling down the fcaniy Water drains. 

K 3 .. ^V^ 
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III. 

The Dame of Fraunce (hall without Shame convcj 
I'his ready Needmenttoits prop^;|Pbce ; 
Yet fhall the DitugUters of the Land of Fa/* 
Lwrn better Anienauncc and decent Grace j 
Warm Biuihes lend a Beauty to their Face, 
For Virtue's comely Tints their Cheeks adorn ; 
T hus o'er the ditiant Hillocks you may trace 
The purple Beamings of the infant Morn : 
Sweet are our blooming Maids--^ — the fweeteft Crea- 
tures born. 

iv. 

None but their Hafbandt^or their Lovers trtie 
They truft with Management of their Affairs ; 
Nor eve.i thefe their Privacy may view. 
When the foft Beavies feek the Bow'r by Pairs ; 
Then from the Sight accoy'd, like tim'rous Hares;^ 
From Mate or Beliamour alike they fly ; 
Think not, good Swain, that thefe are (cornful AiiSf 
Think not for Hate they fhun thine am*rou8 Eye, 
Soon (hall the Fair Return nor done thee, Youth, to 
V. (dye. 

"VX^hJle Belglc frowstoofsa Charcoal Stove 
(Rcpleniih'd like the VeftaFs lafting Fire) 
Bren for whole Years and Scorch the Parts of Love, 
N^ laiger Parrs that caii delight infpire, 
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El ft Cave of Blift, now Monumental Pyre; 
O Britifli Maid, for ever cleaii and neat^ 
For whom I aye will wake my (imple Lyre, 
With doilble OaVe preferve that Dun Retreat, 

Fair Venus' myftk Bow'r Daii Cupid's feather'd Seat* 
VI. 
So may your Hours foft-fliding (leal away, 
Unknown to gnarring Slander and to Bale, 
O'er Seas of blifs Peace guide her Gondelayy 
Ne bitter Dole impeft the pailing Gale. 
O ! fweeter than the Lillies of the Dale^ 
In your foft Breafts the Fruits of Joyance gro#. 
Ne fell Defpair be here with Vilage pale, 
B-avc be the Youth for whom your Bofoms glow, 

Nc aher Joy but you the faithful Striplings know. 
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An Excellent BALLAD. 

To the Tune of Cbe<n^y^Cbac€. 

WHilomc there dwelt near BuckingBanh' 
That famous Country Toy/n, 
At a known Place, hight IVkadJan Ctace 
A Squire of odd Ronown.— — 

A Druid's facred Form he bore. 

His Robti a Girdle bound : 
Deep vers'd he wasia antient Lore, 

In Cudome otd, proRiund. 

A Stick torn from that hallov/'d Tree^ 

Where Chaucer us'd to fit. 
And tell his Tales with leering Glec^ 

Supports his tott'ring Feet. 

High on a Hifl hisManiiin flood. 

But gloomy dark within , - 
Here mangled Books, as Bones and Blood ' 

Lb in a Giant's Den. 

Crude, tindigefted, half-devoiir'd. 
On groaning Shelves they're thrown '^ 

Such Manufcripts no Eye could read. 
Nor Hand write — but his own. 



Ko 
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No Prophet He, like S/drophel, 

Could fiiture Times explore ; 
But what had happened, he could tell^ 

Five hundred Years and more. 

A walking Almanack he appears, 
Stept fVom (bme mouldy Wall, 

Worn out'^bf Ufe thro* Duft and Years, 
Like Scutcheons in his HalL 

His Boots were made of that Cow*sHide, 

By Guy •/* H^arwuA flain ; 
Time's choiceft Gifs, aye to abUe 

Among the chofenTraw. 

Who firft receiv'd the preciojiji Boon, 

Wc 're at a Lo(s to learn, 
By Spelman^ CamUm, DugiflWi WOnii 

And then they cajpoe to Hfome, 

Hearne^ ftrutted in themfifr a wJuie ^ 

And then, as lawful ii^ir^ 
Brown claimed and ietzTd the jprecious iSpoil, 

The Spoil of many a Y^ar- 

His Car himfelf he did provider 

To iland in double Stead ; 
That it fliould carry him aliv^ 

And bury him (whtn (kad. 



■f 
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By ruftj Coins old Kings he'd trace. 
And know their Air and Mien : 

King Alfredht knew well by Face, 
The' George he ne'er had feen. 

This Wight th' outfide of Churches lov'd^ 

^Imoftuntoa Sin ; 
Spires Gothlck of more ufe he prov'd 

Than Pulpits are within. 

Of wfe, no doubt, when high in Air^ 
A wandering Bird they'll reft. 
Or with a Bramin's holy Care, 
Make Lodgments for its reft* 

Ye Jackdaws, that are us*d to talkj 

Like us of human Race, 
When nigh you fee Brown Willis walk^ 

Loud chatter forth his praiie. 

Whei\e'er the fatal Day /hall ccme. 

For come, alas I it mufli 
When this good 'Squire muft ftay at home^ 

And turn to antique Duflr; 

The folemn Dirge, ye Owlsj prepare. 

Ye Bats, more hoarily fcreak ; 
Croak, all ye Ravens, round the Bier, 
Ami flU yc Chtti€b-mice> fqueak! 



^ 
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A 
DIALOGUE 

B K T W £ £ N 

The P O E T and his S E R V A N r. 

In Imitation of Horace^ Sat. ix.Book ii. 

By the late Mr. Christopher Pxtt, 

^#r«i;.P* FR,— IVe long waited In my turn, to have 

Oa Word with you — but Fid your humble Slave 

Poft, What Knave is that? MyRafcal! 

Sernjant. Sir, 'tis It 
No Knave, nor Rafcal, but your trufty Guy. 

Poet. Well, as your Wages ftill are due, FU bear 
Your damned Impeitinence, this Time of Year. 

Sew. Some Foliq|rltir^ drunk ope Day, andfome for 
ever, ^•' 

And fome like W****^ but twelve Years together. 
Old Enjremond renown'd for Wit and Dirt, 
Wonld change his Living oft'ner than his Shirt j 
Roar with the Rakes of State a Month, and come 
To ftirve another in his Hole at Home. 
So rov'd wild BuckingtMimj the publicV Jeft» . 



Now^ome Inn^hoIder's> aow ^ Moix9|||L'i;Qb|»^%.\ 
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His Life and politicks of ev'rj Shape, 
This Hour a Romany and the next an Apc- 
The Gout in ev'ry Limb from ev'ry Vice, 
Poor A^***** hir'da Boy to throw the Dice. 
Some wench forever ; — ^and their Sins in thofe 
By Cufiom fit as eafy as their CtothcD. 
Some fly like Pendulums from good to evil : 
And iii that Point are madder than the Devil : 
For they 

Poet. To what will thefe wife Ma^Mmstcnd ? * 
And where, fweet Sir, will your Reflexions ead ? 
Servant. In you. 

Poet In me, you Knave ? make out your^Cliarge^ 
Serv. You praife low liring, hutyou UveatlaKge. 
Perhaps you fearce believe the Rules you teach. 
Or find it hard to p' aftife what you preach. 
Scarce hav« you paid one idle Journey .down. 
But without Bulinefs you're again in Town. 
If none invite you, Sir, abroad j^^am. 
Then — Lord, what Pieafure'tip3|J|l read at home ! 
And fip your two Half-pints wiffe^reat Delight 
Of Beer at Noon, and muddled Port at Night. 
rtom Encomhe, J!©^^ comes thund'ring at the Door» 
With— Sir, my Mafl:er begs you to come o'er. 
To pafs thefe tedious Hours, thefe Winter Nights I 
Not that he dreads Invafioos, Rogues, or Sprites.-— 

Smii 
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Strait for your two beft Wigs aloud you call, 

This (liflFin Buckle, that not curl'datall. 

And where the Devil are the Spurs ? you cry, 

And Pox ! what Blockhead laid the Bu&ins hy i 

On your old batter'd Mare youll needs be i;;'^ne, 

(No matter whether on Tour Legs or none) 

Splafli, plunge, and ftumble. as you fcour the Heath, 

All fwear at Morden 'tis on Life and Death : 

As fierce thro' Warebam Streets you fcamper on, 

Raife all the Dogs and Voters in the Town j 

Then fly for fix long dirty Miles as bad. 

That Cor/i and /JTi/i^/ow Gentry think you mad. 

And all this furious Riding is to pxove 

Your high Refpedl, it feems, and eager Love : 

And yet that mighty Honour to obtain, 

Banks^ Shaftjhury^ Dodington, mny f\;nd in vain, 

Before you go, we Curfe the Noile you make. 

And blefs the Moment that you tyrn your Back, 

Meantime your Flock depriv'd of hcav'niy Food, 

As we of carnal, ftarve and ftray abroad : 

Left to your Care by Providence in vain. 

You leave them all to Providence again. 

As for myfelf, I own it to yqj|r Face, 

I love good Eating. and t take my Glafi : 

But fure 'tis ftrangc, dear Sir, that one ihould be 
In you amufement but a Crime in aie. 

.y<' Au 






All this is bare refining on a Name, 
To nnLe a Difference where the Fault's the fame. 
My Father fold me to your Service here, 
For this fine Livery and four Pounds a Year, 
A Li very you ihould wear as well as I, 
Ar.d t^vs ril p»ove,— butlay your Cudgel by. 
Yrt^- ierve your Paflions. Thu5 without a Jeft 
Both are but Fellow-Servants at the beft. 
Yourfelf, good Sir, are play'd by your Defires, 
A meer tall Puppet dancing on the Wires. 

Poft . Who at this Rate of talking can be free ? 

Serv. The brave, wife, honed Man and onl/he : 
All elfe are Slaves alike, the World around, 
Kings on the Throne, and Beggars^on the Ground. 
He, Sir, 13 Proof to Grandeur, Pride, or Pelf, 
And (greater ftili) is Mafter of himfelf; 
Not to and fro' by Fears and Fadions hurl'd, 
Butloofc to?.!l thelnterefls of the World : 
And while the World turns round, entire and w^hole 
He keeps the facred Tenour of his Soul ; 
In every Turn of Fortune ftill the fame, 
As Gold unchanged, or brighter from the Flame : 
Colicfted in himfelf, with^Hke Pride, 
He fees the Darts of £nvy||^ce afide } 
And fixed like y^ilas, while the Tempeftsblow, 
SmilciRt the idle Storms that roar below. 
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One fucji you know, a Layman tp yonr ShamC; 

And yet the Honour of your Blood and I Time, 

If you can fuch a Chara<5ler maintain. 

You are too free,-— and Tm your Slave again. 

But wj)en 'ii\ Brun*s feignM Battles you delight 

More than myfelf to fee two Drunkards fight, 

F00I9 P^ogue, Sot) Blockhead, or fuch Namei 9i^ 

mine. 
YouH are a Connoiifeur, or deep Qivine. 
I'm chid for loving a luxurious Bit, 
'The facred Pri»e of Learning, worth, and Wit : 
And yet fome fell their J^nds thefe Bits to buy | 
Then pi ay who fuffers moft from Luxury ! 
I'm chid, 'tis true ; but then I pawn no Plate* 
I feal no Bonds, I mortgage no Et^ate. 
Beiides high Living, Sir, mull wear you out 
"With Surfeits, Qualms, a Fever, or the Gout. 
By fome new Pleafures are you ftill engrpfs'd, 
And when you fave an Hour you think it loft. 
To Sports, Plays, Races, from your Books you nin^ 
And like all Company except your own. 
You hunt, drink, fleep, or (idler ftiil) you rhyme? 
Why ? — but to banifh I'hought, and murder Time. 
A^id yet that Thought which youdifcharge in vain. 
Like a foul loaded Piece, recpijs agaia. 
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, Poet. Tom, fetch a Cane, a Whip a Club, a Stone,— 
Servant, For what ? 

P#r/. A Sword, a Piftol, or a Gun. 
rU fhoot the Dog. 

Str<u. Lord who would be a Wit ? 
He's in a inad, or in a rhyming Fit. 

P»et. Ply, fly, you Ralcal, for your Spade and Foik 
For once Til fet your lazy Bones to work. 
F!y, or ril fen J you back without a Groat 
To the bleak Mountains where you firOL were caught. 



EPIGRAM. 

On tbeRen;» Mr, Haflbury's Plai^tatiom, andVlviic 
Meeting, <ir/ Church Lingdofl, i« Lelcfefterfhire. 

SO fweet thy Strain^ fo thick thy Shade, 
The pleas'J Spectator fees 
The Miracle once more difplay'd 
Of Orphsut and his Trrri, 
^ THE 
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THE 

LAW- STUDENT. 

To George Colman^ A. M. of Ch. Ch. Oxford. 

^iitihi cum Cirrba f quid cum PcrwtefiJts nnda f 
Rtmanumfrcpius ihitiufqui Ftmm tfi. Martial. 

NOW Chrift-Church left, and fixt at Lincoln's Inn» 
The important Studies of the Law begin. 
Now groan the Shelves beneath th' unufual Charge 
Of Records, Statutes, and Reports at large. 
Each claffic author feeks his peaceful Nook, 
And modeft Virgil jrields his Place to Cokty 
No more ye Bards, for vain Precedence hope, 
But even Jacob take the Lead oi Pope I 

While the piPd Shelves (Ink down on one another, 
And each huge Folio has it's cumb'rous Brother, 
While arm'd with thefe, the Student views with Awe 
His Rooms become the Magazine of Law, 
Say whence fo few fucceed ? where thoufands aim. 
So few e'er reach the promised Goal of Fame ? 
Say, why C^cilius quits the gainful Trade 
For Regimentals, Sword, and fmart Cockade ? 

L Or 
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Or Sxtus why his firft ProfefiioD leaves 

For narrower Band, plain Shirt, and pudding Slecfet^ 

The Depth of Law alks Study, Thought, and Ctre 

S|M1 we feek theijb jn ricl^ Alofizo*^ Heir j^ 

Such Diligence, alas ! is feldom found 

In the brilk Heir to forty thottfand Pound. 

Wealth, that exC4»fe« Folly, Sloth ciicale^. 

Few, who can fpend, e'er learn to get Ellates. ~ 

What is to him dry Cafe, or dull Repovl, 

Who dudies Faihions at the Ions of Court ; 

And proves that Thing of Emptine^ and Show, 

That Mungrel, balf-fom'd Thii^ » TieipplerBeau ? 

Obferve himdaiily f^untri^ up a^d flowa. 

In purple Slippersy .a|i() ii^ f^bsn Gown i 

Laft M'lght's Debauch, hi9 Morning CoaveFiatioH ; 

The Coming, all hj« £v.€nii}g Preparalion. 

By Law let others toil to gain R«npw» \ 
Fi$rio's ^Gentleman, a Man o'tb' Town. 
He nor Courts, Clients, or the Law regaidiog. 
Hurries from Jfendp'e down to Covent Gavden, 
Yet he-8 a Scholar'jrrrtnark him in the Pit 
With Critic CatpJl found the Stops of Wit! 
Supreme at Georg?'^ I|e h^r^uigues th^ Throng, 
Ccnfor of Stile from Tragedy to Soi^g : 

Him 



Him ev'17 Witling views with iecret Awe, 
Deep in thePran^a; ihallow in the Law. 

Others there are^ who^ indolent and vain^ 
Contemn the Science, thejcan ne'er attain: 
Who write and read, but all by Fits and Starts, 
And vamiih FoJIy wit^h the Napie of Parts ; 
Truft on to Genius, for they icorn to pore, 
'Till e'en that little Genius is no more. 

Knowledge in Law Care only can attain^ 
Where Honour's purcjias'd at .the Priqe of Pain, 
If, loit'ring, up th' Afcent you ceafe to climb. 
No Starts of Labour can redeem t(he Time. 
Induftrious Study wins by flow Degrees^ 
Tiue Sons of Coke can ne'er be Sons of Eafe. 

There are, whom Love of Poetry has imit, 
who, blind to Intereft, arrant Dupes to wit, 
Have wander'd devious in the pleafiog Road, 
With Attic Flo.wexs and Claffic Wreaths beftrew'd : 
Wedded to Verfe, embracM the Mufe for Life, . 
And ta'e^, like modern Bucks, their Whores to Wife 
Where'er the Mufe u&rps defpotic Sway, 
^ 11 other Studies miift of Force give Way. 
Int'reft in vain puts in j|^r prudent Claim, 
Nonfiiited by the powerful Plea of Fame. 
L 2 
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A« well you might weigh Lead againil a Feather, 
As ever jumble Wit and Law together. 
On Littleton^ Coke gravel/ thus remarks, 
(Remember this, ye rhyming Temple Sparks !) 
** In all our Author's Tenures, he it noteJy 
** This is the fourth Time any Yerfe is quoted.*' 
Which, 'gainft the Mufe and Verfe, may well imply 
What Lawyers call a Noli Pre/eg ui. 

Quit tlicn, dear George, O quit the barren Field, 
Which neither Profit nor Reward can yield ! 
What tho* the fprightly Scene, well-aded, draws 
From unpacked Englithmen unbrib*d Applaufe, 
Some Monthly Grub, fome Dennis of the Age, 
In Print cries (harae on the degenerate Stage * 
If haply Churchill ftrive, with generous Aim, 
To fan the Sparks of Genius to a Flame j 

If all UNASKED, UNKNOWING, ANDUNKNOWM, 

By noting thy Defer t, he prove his own ; 

Envy fliall ftrait to Hamilton's Repair, 

And vent her Spleen, and Gall, and Venom there, 

* Alluding to certain difingenaons and illiberal Criticirmt in the 
Critical Revirto -, wherein the JeaUus Wife^ a Comedy, and the 
Author of that Play, as well as his Friends, were at diffeieot 
Times attacked, with equal Virulence and Infolen 
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Thee, and thy Works, and all thy Friends decrj, 
And boldly print and publiih a rank Lie, 
Swear your own Hand the flatt'ring Likenefs drew, 
Swear your ©wn Breath Fame's partial Trumpet blew, 

Weill remember oft your Friends have faid, 
(Friends whom the fureft Ma»ms ever led) 
Turn Parfon, Colman^ that's the Way to thrive ; 
Your Parfons are the happieft Men alive. 
Judges, there are but twelve, and never more. 
But Stalls untold, and Bifhops, twenty-four. 
Of Pride and Claret, Sloth and Ven'fon full. 
Yon Prelate mark, Right Reverend and dull ! 
He ne'er good Man, need penfive Vigils keep 
To preach his Audience once a Week to fleep ; 
On rich Preferments fattens at his Eafe, 
Nor fweats for Tithes, as Lawyers toil for fees 

Thus they advis'd. I know thee better far j 
And cry, ttick dofe, dear C^lman^ to the Bar I 
If Genius warm thee, where can Genius call 
For nobler A6li<)n than in yonder Hall ? 
nris not enough each Morn, on Term's Approach; 
To club your legal Threepence for a Coach i 
Then at the Hall to take your filent Stand, 
With Ink-horn and long Note-book in your Hand, 

L 3 Markiag 
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Marking grave Serjeants cite each wife Report, 
^d noting down fage Didtums from the Court, 
With overwhelming Brow, and lAw-leam'd Face, 
The Index of your Book of Conmion-place. 

Thefe are mere Drudges, that can only plod, 
Ajid tread the Path their dull Forefathers trod, 
Doom'd thro' Law's Maze, without a Clue to range, 
Yiomfecond Vernon down to fecond Strange. 
Do thou uplift thine Eyes to happier wits ! 
Dulnefs no longer on the \^oolpack fits j 
No longer on the drawling dronifli Herd 
Are the firft Honours of the Law conferred ; 
But they, whofe Fame Reward's due Tribute draws, 
Whofe active Merit challenges Applaufe, 
Like glortous Heacojrs, are fet high to view. 
To mark the Paths which Genius (hou'd puribe. 

Ofor <hy Spirit, MansfieldX at thy Name 
What Bofom glows not with an aftive Flame ? 
Alone from Jargon born to relcue Law, 
From Precedent, grave Hum, and formal Saw I 
To ftrip Chicanery of its vain Pretence, 
And marry Common Law to Common Senfe ! 

Pratt I on thy Lips Perfuafion ever hung I 
Englifh falls, pure as manna, from thy Tongue ; 
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On ihy Voice Truth maj reft, and on thy Pica 
Unerring Henley found the juft Decree. 

khhlfyf than wfcdtofif, to Hdtiktiicl^^^tli'^nk^dTiiak, 
No woi:thkr fecond Royal George cou'd name : 
No Lawyer of Prerogative : no Tool 
Faihion'din bli^lc Qormption's pliaEBt School ; 
Form'd, twixt the People and the Crown to flandy 
And hold the Scales of Right with even Hand \ 

Tnie id 6tif jfldp^^, &hd ^qti^ to Ms Biirtb, 
See, fee in rorkei)ie Fofc6 (rfllriM Wc^Af 
But why theif fev'ral Merits tffeftd I tdl ? 
Why on each honour'd Sage's Praifes dwell ? 

tVilmot how well his Place, or Fofter fills ? 

Or (hrew'd Senfe beaaiing from the Eye of miles? 

Such, while thou fee'ft the public Care engage. 
Their Fame increafing with increaling Age. 
Rais'd By £rue 6eniu^, bfcrf te PbtOfns' School, 
Whofe warmtfe of Son J fdund jiidgmewt knew t# cH&i | 
—With fucH iflulhious ftddft tefcrfe yt^r Eyti, 
Think not, my Friend, youVe too rtmch Wit to rife : 
rhink of the Bench, the Coif, long Robe, and Fee, 

\nd leaye the Prefs to **♦♦♦♦*♦* *^ ** **. 

Team- 
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Tr ANIL ATioN of an ancient EPITAPH 

In the Qoyften of Wifub^fifr CUUgt. 

EPITAPH. 

CLaufus Johannei jacet hie Tub mannwe Qarkui , 
Qui fiiit hie quondam Preibyter et Socioui. 
In terri Rofeos folitns ftillare Liquores, 
In cobIo Tivisnunc quoque gaudet Aquit. 

TRANSLATION. 

BEneath this Stone lies fliut up in the dark, 
A Fellow and a Prieft, jdept J^bti Clarke 
With tartbly Rofe-JVater he did delight je. 
But now he deals in heavenly Aqua-vit^, 



T HE 
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THE 
NEW-Y E A R's - G I F T. 

Prefented with a Pair of 

SILK STOCKINGS, 

To MUs Bell a*fc, of Eion. 

I. 

TO pleafe the Fair, in courtly Lays 
The Poet plays his part, 
One tenders Snu£F, Another Praife» 
A Tootb'pick or a Heart. 
U. 
Alike They all, to gain their End 

Peculiar Arts di(clo(e. 
While I, fubmiilive, only fend 
An humble Pair tfHofe, 

• III. 

Long may they guard from Cold and Harm 

The fnowy Legs that wear 'em* 
And kindly fpread their Influence warm ' 

To every Thing that's near 'cm. ^ 



>■ 
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IV; 

Bot kt it not be faulty decau'd. 

Nor move your IndignatiQii, 
If I a little ^tial feem 

In Gift or G)mmendation. 

V* 
Each fair Perfection to difpli^ 

W6ttld far exceed shy Charier ; 
My modefl Mufe mufl never ftray 
Ab«v€ the Koee^ or Garter* 
VL 
And who did e'er a Baiidview 
So wdtttiy to Im prais'd ? 
Or from fo fair Foundation kneW 
So fine a Fabrick rkisM ? 
VII. 
Thou learned Leech, fege • * ♦ • fsj. 
Since fpite of Drugs and Pi»fters» 
You now can talk the Uve-long day 
Of Pillars and Pilafters^ 
Vfll, 
You that for Hours have rov'd about. 

Thro' Halls and Colonades» 
And (carce wmdd deign to tread on aught 
But Aichetand Atcadet^ 

OiJ 
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IX. 

Did jou in all ybiir imiy Round 
Two nobler Pillars view ? 

What yielding Marble e'er was found 
So ezquiiitely true ? 
X. 

The fwelling Dome with (lately ftow 

May many Fancies pleafe j 
] view, content, what lies below— 

The Cornice and the Frieze. 
XI. 
The beauteous Twins Co fair, (o round. 

That bear the noble Pile^ 
Muft fure proceed from f^tnus' M§unif 

Or from ♦ Cytbera's Ifle, 
XIL 
Propitious Fat8»> preferve 'en» fife^ 

And kedp 'em fnug to^eftbef » 
And grant they tnky the MkGce bniv« 

Of Man as well as Weather. 



* Two Places from whence the Ancients biovght Mtteriftis 
§&t thebr mod oolHe Stmdnres. 

From 
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XIIL 
From lucklefs Love, or Rancour baie 

May nef er 111 attend 'cm ; 
And grant, whatever be the Cafe, 

That I may ftiU defend 'cm. 
XIV. 
By gentle, genVous Love, 'tis true. 

They never can mifcany ; 
Nor Damage come nor Lofs enfuc. 

From honeft, harmlefs Harty : 

But ihouki ftH)ij||i?»f greater Heat 

Precipitate iilvade. 
Believe me. Bell, they then may need 

Some feafonable Aid : 

XVL 

O may I ever be at Hand 

From ev'ry Harm to fcreen *em. 
Then, Samf^n-Uke, I'll take my Stand, 

And live or die between 'em. 



EXALTATION 
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EXALTATION: 

OR. THE 
SIGNATURE of LOVE. 

A DESCRIPTIVE PASTORAL. 

In the Modern Style. 

BEne th the Shadows of a glimmering Oak, 
Where confcious Meads in fott Delufion broke; 
And ancient Murmurs, tremblingly awake, 
Repel the neighbouring Coolnefs of the Brake ; 
Two Swains, reclining, footh'd th' enamour'd Tongue, 
And thus, with fragrant Vows, their Pipes they ftrung 
STREPHON. 
In every Grove the various Floods combine j 
A thoufand Beauties ba(k upon the Line ; 
The folemn Breezes emulate the Day j 
But Chloe is the Subject of my Lay. 

C O R Y D O N. 
Let Thunder, fick'ning, fmlfe upon the Grotibd, 
And mazy Beams reflect a dawning Sound ; - 
Let lofty Ecchoes on Meanders throng i 
But Phillis is the Burden of my Son^. 
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S T R E P H O M. 

More fofc than Heifers melting into L^ht : 

O come» je Swains, am) leaye (h* enamerd M>ci | 

The mofly Grarlands rival your return. 

C O R Y D O N. 
My Phillis, wond'ring, ftrives the Heat to pierce^ 
And fmiles precarious through the gav Reverie : 
Ye Hills and Dal^s that chear the verdant Sand, 
Bear me where ages float at her Command. 

8TREPHON. 
My Love, regardlefs of the vernal Main, 
Like Honey blufhing variegates my Pain ; 
And, like the Bee, (he f nooths the mantled Green ; 
Soft as the Stars, and as the Hills ferene. 

C O R Y D O N. 
My Love is like the rural Seats above j 
The Canopy of Fate is like my Love ; 
My Love is like the Deep, in Purple dreft. 
And all Ambrofia warbles in her Breaft. 
STREPHON. 

Now tellme. Corydos, and Chloe take. 
What Thing is that, by Kings expell'd the Lake, 
Whofe airy Footfteps faded as they grew, 
Produc'd in Silence, yet alive in bluef 
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C O R Y D O N, 

Firft tcU me, Strcphon, and be PMJiji thin*, 
Wbat Thing is that fo daringly diyinp. 
By Reafon feather'd, and by Nature preft, 
Refii^nt, doubled, trebled, and unblcft 

M E N A L C A S. 
Enough, enough— O Shepherds, your Delay 
Retards the fleecy Partners of the Spray j 
See, from yon Cloud impending Mirrors rife I 
See how the Vallies wanton in the Skies I 
From Wave to Wgve reiui^ant Shades appear, "% 
Revolving Swans proclaiin the Welkin near f 

And aid the breathing Surface of the Year. ^ 



EXTEMPORE LETTER 

From Captain Thomas * at Bernera, to Cap* 
twn Price at Fort Auguftus. 

Written jnft before figning the Peace of Aix k ChtpcUe 

** f^^ ME, nomas, give us t'other Soonet," 
V>( Dear Captain, praj refle^ l|pQ^ Jt; 
Was ever fo abfurd a TWng, 
What, at the Pol^ to bid mc fing ? 

* Ponnerly Stadent of CIl Ch. OiSk^ 
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Alts ! fearch all thofe Mountaini rooadp 
There's no Thalia to be found j 
And Fancy, Child of fouthern Skies, 
Avcrfe, the fuUen Region flies- 

I fcribble Verfes ? why you know, 
I left the Mufes long ago ; 
Defertedall the tuneful Band, 
To right the Files, and ftudy Bland. 

Indeed in Youth's fantaftick Prime 
Milled, I wander'd into Rhyme, 
And am'rous Sonnets penn'd in Plenty, 
On ev'ry Nymph, from twelve to twenty. 
Compared to Rofes and to Lillies 
The Cheeks of Chhe and of PbUlisi 
With rill the Cant you*d find in many 
A ftill-born modern Milcellany. 
My Lines, how proud was I to fee *em. 
Steal into DodJley% New Mufeum : 
Or in a Letter fair and clean 
Committed to the Magazine. 
Our Follies change ; that Whim is o'er. 
The Bagatelles delight no more. 
Know by thefe Prefects that in fine 
I quit all Commerce with the Nine I 

Ln 
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Love- Strains, and al) poetick Matters^ 
Lampoons, Epiilles, Odes, and Satites, 
The Toys and Trifles I difcard. 
And leave the Bays to Poet Ward,^ 

No, now to Politicks confined 
I give up all the bufy Mind. 
Curious, eack Pamphlet I peniife^ 
And dp my Coffee o'er the News i 
But apropos, for lad Courant 
Pray thank the Lady Gouvernante. 
but what's thisRumoui' in the Mail 
iF*rom Aix — pho, what !s't. la Chapelle f 
A Peace unites the jarring Pow'rs, 
Ahd ev'ry Trade will thrive but bur's. 
•* Farewell, as wronged Oibtllo faid, 
•* The plumed Troops, and neighing Steed.** 
The Troops alas f itiore Havock there 
A Peace will make, than all the War. 
What Crowds of Heroes, in a Day, 
Reduc'd to ftarve on Half their Pay ! 
From laviendahU 'twould Pity meet> 
And ^axe himfelf might weep to fee't. 
Already Fancy's active Power 
Fore-runs the near approachmg Hour. 

* Ao Officer in the ftmc Regiment. 
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Mcthmks (curs'd Chance) the fatal Stroke 

I feel, and feein already broke ; 

The Park Ifautiter up and dpwn, 

Or fit upon a Bench alone. 

Sneaking and fad — ^le jufte portrait 

D'un pauvre Capitaine Reforme ; 

My Wig, which Ihun'd each ruder Wind; 

Toupce'd before, and bagg'd behind. 

Which Jobn was us'd, with niceft Avti 

To comb, and taught the Curls to .part# . 

Loft the Belle-air, the jaunty Pride, , 

Now lank depends on either Side. 

My Hat grown white and rufticfc o'er 

Once bien troufs^ with Galon d'or 

My Coat diftain'd with Duft and Rain, 

Aiid all my Figure quite Campaign. 

J'habilld fine with taraifh'd Lace, 

And Hunger piftur'd in my Face ; 

Tavern or Coffee-houfe unwilling 

To give me Credit for a Shilling i 

Forbid by ev'ry fcornful Belle, 

The Precindls of the gay Ruelle. 

My Vows, tho* breath'd in ev'ry Ear 

Not e'en a Chambermaid will hear ; 

No Silver in my Puf fe to pay 

For Opera Ticket, or the Play . 

N« 



No Meflage feht to bid me comi 
A Fortnight after to a Drum. 
Ko Vifits or receiv'd or paid ; 
No Ball, Rldotto, Mafquerade; 
All penfive, heartlefs, and Chagrin; 
i fit devoted Piey to Spleen. 

To you, dedr PHcty indulgent Heav'n 
A gentler, happier Lot has giv'n , 
To you has dealt, with bounteous Handsi 
Palladian Seats, and fruitful Lands. 
Then in my Sorrows have the Grace 
To take fome Pity of my Cafe, 
And as you know the Times are hard. 
Send a fpruce Valet with a Card ; 

Your Complimients ^and beg Pd dinei 

And tafte your Mutton and your Wine ; 
You'll find mod punftual and obfervant. 
Your moft obliged and humble Servant. 

NEW-MARKET. 

A SATIRE. 

HIS Cou-itry's Hope, when now the bloomiiig 
Ktir, ■ 
His'loft the Parent's, or the GultduTiL%Cvc^ \ 

M z ^. ^^^ 
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^ond to poffe^y yet eagfer to deftroj. 
Of each vain Youth, iaj, wW'sthe darling Jojr I* 
Of each rafh Frolic what the Source and End, 
His fole and firft Ambition what ?— — >to fpend. 

Some 'Squires to Gallidz Cooks devoted Dupes» 
Whole Manors melt in Sauce, or drown in Soups : 
Another doats on Fidlers, till he fees 
His Hilis no longer crown'd with towering Trees j 
Convinc'd too late that modem Strains can mo^e^ 
like thofe of ancient Greece^ th* obedient Grove : 
In headlefe Statues rich, and ufelefs tJniSy 
ilfnTJw^M from the claffic Tour returns.- 
But would ye learn, ye leifure- loving 'Squires/ 
How bed ye may difgraceyour prudent Sires jr 
How fooneft foar to faihionable Shatoe, 
Be damned at once to Ruin — i— and to Fame ; 
By Hands of Grooms ambitious to be crown'dy 
O greatly dare to trcid Olympic Grouikl f 

What Dreams of Conqueft flufli'd Hiiario\ breaft,- 
When the good Knight at laft retir'd to Reft f 
Behold the Youth with new-felt Rapture mark I 
Each pleafing Profpefl of the fpacious Paik : 
That Park , Where Beauties undifguis'd engage^ 
Thofe Beauties Icfs the Work of Art than Age; 
'n (imple State where genuine Nature wears 
Her venerable Drefs of ancient Years ; 

' Where 
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Where all the Charms of Chance with Order meet, 
The Rude, the Gay, the Graceful arid the Great, 
Here aged Oaks uprear their Branches hoar> 
And form dark Groves, which Druids might adore | 
With meeting Boughs, and deepening to the View. 
Here (hoots the broad umbrageous Avenue j 
Here various Trees compofe a chequer'd" Scene, 
Glowing in gay Diveriities of Green : 
There the full Stream thro ■ intermingling Glades 
Shines a broad Lake, or falls in deep Cafcades. 
Nor wants there hazle Copfe, or beeched Lawn» 
To chear with Sun or Shade the bounding Fawn» 
And fee the good old Seat, whofe Gothic Tow'ri 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted Bow'rs ; 
Whofe rafter'd Hall the crowding Tenants fed. 
And dealt to Age and Want their daily Bread, 
Where crefted Knights, with peerlefs Damfels join'd. 
At high and folemn Feftivals have din'd ; 
Brefenting oft fair Virtue's (hining Ta(k, 
In myftic Pageantries, and moral Ma(k. 
But vain all ancient Praife, or Boaftof Birth, 
Vaia all the. Balms of old heroic worth f 
At once a Bankrupt, and a profperous Heir, 

Hilario bets. Park, Houfe, diffolve in Air. 

With antique Armour hung, his trophied Room^ 
Defcend to Gamefters, Proftitutes, and Grooms, 

He 
M 5 
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Tie fees his ftcd-clad Siies^ and Mothers mild. 
Who bravely /hook the Lance, or fweetly finil'd. 
All the fair Scries of the whiflcer'd Race, 
Whofe pi^^ur'd Forms the ftatel/ Gallcrj grace i 
Dcbas'd, abusM, the Price of ill-got Gold. 
To deck fonie Tavern vile, at Auflions fold. 
The Parl/h wonders at th' unopening Door, 
The Chiii'.nics blaze, the Tables groan, no more» 
Thick Weeds around th' untroddea Courts arift. 
And dl the focial Scene in Silence lies, 
Jliaifclf, the Lofs politely to repair. 
Turns Athcill:, Fidler, Highwayman, or PlayV. 
At lenght the Scorn, the Shame of Man and Godf 
Is doom'd to ruif the Steeds that once he ro^/e. 

Ye rival Youths, your golden Hopes how vain. 
Your Di cams of Thoufands on the lilled Plain I 
Not more fantadic Sancho's olry Courfe, 
When madly mounted on the magic Horfe*, 
He pierc'J Heav'ns opening Spheres with dazzled Eyes 
And fecn:M to fo^r in vificnary Skies. 
Nor lefs, I we«n, precarious in the Meed» 
Of young Adventures on the Mufe's Steed j 
For Poets have, like you, their deftin'd round. 
And Ours is but a Race on cL'jJic Ground^ 

Lon^ Time, the Child of patrimonial Eafe, 
Hxppolitus had carv'd Sirloins in Peace : 

Clavihno, Sec Din Sluixttt, B. ii. Chitp. 41. 

Had 
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Jlad quaffed (e€urc unvex'd by Toil or Wife, 

The mild Odoher of a private Life • 

Long liv'd with calm domeftic Conquefts crown'd. 

And kill'd his Oame on fafe paternal Ground 

And deaf to Honour's or Ambition's Call, 

Vsi ith rural Spoils adom'd his hoarj Hall. 

As bland be puflTd the Pipe o'er weekly News 

His Bofom kindles with fublimer Viewi. 

Lo there, thy Triumphs, Taafe^ thy Palms, Portmor$ 

Tempt him to flake his Lands and treafur'd Store* 

Like a new Bruifer on BrougAtonie Sand, 

Amid the Lifts our Hero takes his Stand ; 

Sucked by the Sharper, to the Peer a Prey, 

He rolls his I'yes that " Witnefs huge Difmay ;" 

When lo I the Chance of one inglorious Heat, 

Strips him of genial Cheer, and fnug Retreat, 

How awkward now he bears Difgrace and Dirt, 

Nor knows the Poor's laft Refuge, to be pert, . 

The fhiftlefs Beggar bears of Ills the worft. 
At once with Dulne/s and with Hunger cmx^. 
And feels the taftelefs Breaft Equejlrian Fires, 
And dwells fuch mighty Rage in graVer ^Squires ? 

In all Attemps, but for their Country, bold, 
Britain, thy consript Counsellors behold j 
(For Some perhaps, by Fortune favour'd yet, 
May gain a Borough, from a lucky Bet,) 

Smit 
M 4 
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Smit with the Love of the laconic Boot* 
The Cap, and Wig fuccinft, the filken Suifx 
Mere modern Phaapt§ns, ufurp the Rein, 
And fcour in rival Race the tempting Plain. 
See, fide by fide, the Jockey and Sir yo^n 

Difcufs th* important Point- of Six to One. 

For oh ! the boafted Privilege how dear. 
How gr^at the Pride, to gain a Jockey's S^r ! 
See, like a routed Hoft, with headlong Pace, 
Thy Mtmhers pour amid the mingling Race ! 
Alla/k, what Crouds the Tumult could produce — ^ 
Is Bedlamy or the Commons all broke loofe ? ' 
Their Way nor Reafon guides nor Caution checks. 
Proud on i*well bred Thing to rifque their Necks,-* 
^hy Sages he^r, amid th' admiring Croud ' ' 
Adjudge the Stakes^ moft eloquently loud : 
With critick Skill, o'er dubious Bets prefide. 
The low Difpute, or kindle, or decide : 
All iempty Wifdom, and judicious Prate, 
Of ^//?<2«cV Hor fes gravely fix the Fate: 
And with paternal Care unwearied watch 
O'er the nice Condud of a daring Match, ' 

Meantime, no more the mimic Patriots rife. 
To guard Britannia's Honour, warm and "wife : 
No more in Senates dare affert her Laws, 
No>r pour the bold debate in Freedom's Cau(e : 

Ncgleft 



t^egle^ the Counfcls of a finking Land, 

And know no Roftrum^ but New-Market^z Sirandp 

Is this the Band of Civil Chiefs defign'd 
On England's Weal to fix the pondering Mind ? 
Who, while their Country's Rights are (tt to Sale, 
Quit Europe's Ballance for the Jockey's Scale. 
O fay, when leaft their fapient Schemes are croft. 
Or when a Nation, or a Match is loft ? 
Who Z)a«w and 5/r« with more Exadtnefs trace. 
Than of their Country's Kings the facred Race : 
Think London Journies are the worft of Ills j 
Subfcrihe to Articles J \n^Q2idoi Bills: 
Strangers to all our Annahjis relate, 
Theirs are the Memoirs of th* E(^ueftrtan State : 
Who loft to Albion's paft and prefent Views, 
Jis B E R * , thy Chronicles alone perufe. 

Go on brave Youths, till in fome future Age, 
Whips (hall become the Senatorial Badge j 
Till England fee her thronging Senators 
Meet all at JVeJiminjier^ in Boots and Spurs ; 
See the whole Houfe^ with mutual Frenzy mad. 
Her Patriots all in Leathern Breeches clad : 
Of BetSf not Taxesy learnedly debate. 
And guide with equal Reins a Steed and State. 

t Aothor of an Hijimcal List 0/^ Runnlng'HQrJeSf &c 
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How would a virtuous * Houhnbym neigh Difdaini* 
To fee his Brethren brook th' imperious Rein ; 
Bear S!?tvery*3 wonton Whip, or galling Groad, 
Smoak through the Glebe, or trace the dedin'd Ros^d: 
And rub'd of f Manhood by thp murderous Knife, 
Suilain each fordid Toil of fervile Life. 
Yet oh, what Rage would touch his generous Mind* 
7 o fee his Sons of more than human Kind j 
A Kind, with each exalted Virtue bleft. 
Each gentler Feeling of the liberal Breafl:, 
Afford Diverfion to that Monflrer bafe. 
That meaneft Spawn of Man's Half-monkey Race 5 
jn whom Pride, Avarice, Ignorance confpire. 
That hated Animal, a TnhoO'Squire. 

How are the Therons of thefe modern Days, 
Chang'd from thofe Chiefs who toil'd for Grecian Bays; 
Who fir'd v/ith genuine Glory's facred Lufl, 
Whiri'd the fwift Axle through the Pythian Dufl:. 
Theirs was the Pifan Olive's blooming Spray, 
Theirs was the Theban Bard's recording Lay. 
What though the Grooms o^ Greece uo'c.i took the odds ^ 
They won no Bets — but then they foar'd to GoJs^ 
And more an Htero^s Palm, a Pindar s Ode, 
Tlian all th' united P/ates of George beftow'd. 

^ Fid. Gulliver's Travels. VoyTi^^ to ih^ Houhuhymt. 
T A Copy iothe Hadliiaw Library reads Hor«i-hood. 

Grefcef 



Greece I how I kindle at thy magic Name, 
Feel all thy Warmth, and catch the kindred Fkmt. 
yhy Scenes fubllme, and awful Vifions rife, , 
In ancient Pride before my mufmg Eyes. 
Here Sparta*s Sons in niute Attention hang. 
While juil Lycurgus pours the mild Harangue # 
There Xerxes^ Hofts, all pale with deadly Fear, 
Shrink at her fated • Hero'« flafhing Spear. 
Here hung with many a Lyre of (liver String, 
The laureate Alley^>f lUffui fpring s 
And lo, where wrapt in Beauty's heavenly Dreanit 
Hoar FlatQ walks his oUv'd Academe.'"'''^ 

Yet ah ! no more the Land of Arts and Arms, 
J)elights with Wifdom, or with Virtue warms. 
Lo ! the ftern ^urky with more than Vandal Rage, ' 
Has blafted all the Wreaths of ancient Age : 
No more her Groves by Fancy's Feet are irod. 
Each Attic Grace has left the lov'd abode. 
Fall'n is fair Greece ! by Luxury's pleaiing Bane 
Seduc'd, (he drags a barbarous foreign Chain. 

Britannia watch ! O trim thy withering Bays; 
Remember thou haft rivall'd Grecians Praife, 
Great Nurfe of Works divine I Yet oh I beware 
Left thou the fate of Greece, my Country, (hare. 

^ LeonDdai. 
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Recall thy wonted Worth with confijoiu Pride, 
Thou too haft feen a Solon m a ffydei 
HaH: bade thine Ed*wardt and thine Hemy*s rear] 
V ifh Spartan Fortitude the Britijb fpear ; 
A ke has fcen thy Sons defenre the M^ed 
C r the moral or the marital DeecL 



E P I T A^ H 

T« the Pie-houfe Memory of Nell Batchelor, of 
Oxford J ye-Woman. " ' 



H 



I 

ERE deepintheDufl;, 
The mouldy old Crufi.^ 
pf Nell Batchelor lately was ihoven ; 
Who was (kill'd in the Arts 
Of Pies, Puddings, and Tarte, * 
And knew ev'ry Ufe of the Oven. 

II. 

When (he liv'd long enough. 

She made her laft Puff, 
A Puff by her Hulband much prais'd i 

Now here flie doth lie. 

And makes a dirt Pye, 
In hopes that her Cruft will be raisU 

I THR 



( i85 ) 

THE 

.STLE BARBER'S SOLILO<i.y4 

Written in the late War. 

Whb with Cnct oucccfs— kJas I till 

The War came on — have /hav^d the Qajlli% 

.0 by the Nofe^ with hand unlhaken, 

; boldejl Heroes oft have taken ; 

mmble Strain, ath doom'd to mourn 

Fortuhe chang'd, and State forlorn f 

Soap fcarce ventures into Froth, 

Razors ruft m idle Sloth I 

SDOM * I to you my Verfe appeals i 

1 fharc the Griefs your Barber feels : 

recoih^'s a Student once a whole Age^ 

ftocfc'your defblated College, 

' Trade how ill in Army fuits I 

s comes of picljiig up Recruits, 

: is the Robber^ Occupation, 

Robbing thrives — but of the Nation * 

hardy Necks no Rope is twifted, 

I e'en the Hangman\ felf Is lified, 

♦ The Governor of Ox/W C^fik^ V. 
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Thy Pixblifcrrs, O cit^Lty Jaclj\^. f 
Wirh Icarce a fcz^rr Cotit ifceir Bicks or. 
Warninj^ 19 Youth no longer teach. 
Nor /jv^ upon a Dying Sf^ecch. 
In Caflbch clad, for want of B.jechej, 
No 1110. J ih- G/,'7/f Cuipluin preaches. 
Oh ! viZ'.z rirr Troops but \^h\y landed. 
And ever; :U^':.ii::^.i cIfD;iriv:tJ ! 
They'd m<-.!:e, I t.iill, a new Cflnip-iis;?! 
On Her.lji H;:\ or Campspcll^ PJais : 
Dcliin'd at Hjii:e in peaceful Str.:e, 
By VL\^ frejb-jbav d to meet their Fate \ 

Regard ye Ju dices of peace! 
The Castle Barber's piteous Cafe : 
And kin'J'y make fonie fnug Acdition, 
To better his diflrefl Condition. 
Not that I mean, by fuch Expreflions, 
To Jhavc your V/orJbips at the SeJponSi 
Or would v.'ith vain Prefumptlon big, 
Afpirc to comb the 'Judgez Wig : — 
Far lefs ambltuous Th:ju ;hts are mme. 

Far humbler Hopvs my Views confine. . 

Then think net that I alk nuifs ; 
My fmall rcqueft is only this, 
That I, by Leave of Leigh or Pardo, 
May with the Castlk — /ba^ue Bocardo. 



•TW^ 
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Thus, as at Jefus oft Pve heard. 
Rough Servitors in fValea preferred. 
The Joneses^ Morgans^ and Jp-Ricet^ 
Keep Fiddles with their Be neficei. 



IMITATION of HORACE. 

Icc'ii heatis nunc A^abum in'yides 

Sazisj l^c, L. I. Ode xtix 

SO you, my Friend, at laft are caught 
Where could you get fo flrange a Thought^ 
In Mind and Body found ? 
All meaner Studies you refign. 
Your whole Ambition now to fhint 
The Beau of the Beau-monde. 

Say, gallant Youth, what well-known Name 
Shall fpread the Triumphs of your Fame 

Through all the Realms of Drury f 
How will you llrike the gaping Cit ? 
What Tavern fliall record your Wit ? 

Wliat Watchxuan mourn your Fury ? 



What fprightly Imp of Gdllk Breed 
Shall have the Culture of your Head, 
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/ (1 mean the outward Part) 
Porni'd by his Parent's early Care 
To range in niceft curls the Hair, 
And wield the PuflF with Art ?' 

.. No more let Mortals toil in vain. 
By wife conjecture to explain 

What rolling Time will bring : 
!Tlames t6 his Source may upwards flow^= 
Of Gar rick fix Foot high may grow; 
Or Witches thrive at Tring: 

Since you each better Promife break, 
Once fam'd for Slov'niinefs and Greei, 

Now tum'd a very Paris, 
Por Lace and Velvet quit your Grown, 
The Stagyrite for Mr. Town,* 

For Drury Lane St. Mary's. 

* Atfthor of the Convoimk^k* 
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S O N 6. 

GIVE Ear, and a comical Story I'll tell, 
Tis of an did Doftor you know very well,' 
Who tho' grave as a Saint, got drunk as all Hell. 

Toldferol, lol, M, 

It was on a Sunday, as all have agreed ; 
tor the Doftor he held it a Part of his Creed, 
That the better the t)ay, the better the Deed. 

He fat, and he drank, and he tofted old Cripfey, 
But he never fuipe£ted he e'er fhotild grow tipfy^ 
He bung'd cumfeipfo 'till he was notfeipfe. 

And when he had gotten as driiiik as ten Beafs,' 
He put on his Surplice, and ftagger'd down Stairs^ 
Tho* not able to fpeakyetrefolv'dto read Pray'rs. 

To the Delk then he came, and bow'd low on eacU 
fide, 
I will rife and go to my Father, he cry'd ; 
But flumbled and prov'd that be damnably Ilcd. 

To the Plalms then he got, but would you know hovf^ 
He fpew*d on King David^ and likely I trow, 
For he w^ as drunk as was Daviit% old fovr. 
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+0 the Collefts he got then, with great Hefitfttkxi^ 
While the Companj all wt re in great Expc^hition, 
Inftead of a Praj'r came an Ejaculation. 

And now with refpedt to the Gown and the Band* 
How bravely muft fiourifh the Church of thia:lM(l» 
Supported by Pillars not able to iland f 

Tbldetol, lol, J&g. 
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